
Hands joined, they %valked through the expensively 
furnished house and out the back door. 

The swimming pool was filled but held no swim- 
mers. High school students milled about the yard in 
couples and in groups. Music sounded from a speaker 
house, conveying soft recordings from 

of foss for a casua 

"Anything worth doing is worth doing weU " Si 
pressured his hand. * 

“Nice anyrvay. Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome. Sir.” she kidded Her e 

CoS. s wS bS y "ilkLg “ ?r" fr ■' 

andg«turingdran,aLlly ® “ 
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Of all Claudia’s qualities Mark fra ^ u 
enthusiasm for his child and th^ ^ 

greatest portion of her chirm 

O'er md from hTd’'a$.Ter‘*'Faf to 'th°" ^ 
from Ute others, he rawiitheStton 

chatfrr.Th^Sto '»« ti 

iie dark boy standing next to f 
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THE SUN AND THE SAND 


They waded toward shore. Lithe moving gracefully aJiead 
of him, her wet hair hanging down die middle of her tanned 
back. Suddenly she turned to smile and reach back for his 
liand and Mark experienced a wave of total happiness. All 
at once, it no longer mattered that she w.is only seventeen, or 
that she was his daughter's best friend, or that there were la\« 
forbidding what was racing through his mind as he followed 
her up on die beach. 

She stood facing him, droplets of water glistening on her 
wondrously taut body. He w.as atvare that he was staring but 
he couldn't disguise the complete awe he felt for die y^outhful 
perfection of her. Her halter had slipped, its water heaviness 
making her firm bre.asts wickedly visible and prominent; the 
diaper-sized loin cloth was plastered to the supple airvcs of 
her feminine torso like a second skin. The effect was one of 
nenr-nakedness and he could feel his blood heating rapidly, 

“I want you," he said hoarsely, barely conscious of having 
spoken. 

Lithe smiled, her eyes narrowing. "I know.” 

"It’s svTong . . . crazy . . He knew he was trembling 
with the strain of containing the steaming, dir.ishing thing 
within him. "Lithe . . ." he muttered helplessly. 

Her eyes ordered him to wait, to be silent. He watclied her 
peel off die halter, causing her rampant breasts to tumble 
free. She pushed at the wet bottom, wiggling, and let it fall 
• to the sand. "Now you," she smiled, stretching her pliant body 
taut for his benefit. "1 want to see you. Then we’ll make love." 



i Ij 


dd, "I don’t think so. This isn't the first time this has 
lappened, Claudia. Whenever Lithe isn’t in the pic- 
ture, Judy seems to be without interest. I’m afraid o£ 
the influence Lithe has over her. I’m really afraid o£ 
it, Claudia. When Lithe's around there are no prob- 
lems. Judy couldn’t be better. When she’s not, 
iU ...” 

Claudia cocked her head to one side and breather 
leeply, causing her breasts to rise and smooth tt 
material o£ her gotm. ‘‘As I recall, seventeen is 
diflicult age. I’m sure that’s all it is for Judy.” 

He picked up his glass and drained it. He looker 
Claudia a moment, then turned away. "If Judy v 
under the influence of most any other girl, I woul 
be concerned. But Lithe Sutton is a world apart 
Jude — in every way.” 

Claudia nodded. “I know what’s troubling you, 
Mark. I’ve heard some things.” She paused, gave a 
little laugh and continued. “A woman can’t operate 
\three beauty salons as I do without picking up bits of 
t^ossip, you know.” 

“I know. What have you heard?” 

That Lithe is promiscuous. On the other hand, s 
are a lot of girls. And Lithe has an excuse — she’s had 
miserable life. The father deserted her mother wh 
she was small, then the mother took on a variety 
new husbands, none of whom lasted. So. if you’re 
liberal I think you are, Mark, you can’t be too se 
with the Lithe Suttons of the world.” 

I don t mean to be,” he said. ‘‘It’s just that Lithe 
worries me. As an example, at your party the other 
night— ivell, I came across her and a boy in the back 
o ycmr lot. They were being pretty damn intimate, to 
say the least. Sex means too much to this girl,” 

"Darling you don’t understand a thing about 
women, Claudia said, laughing lightly. “Most girlf 

20 




It ’ivithin the familiarity of her body— there 
was a fragmentation of memory that remained remote 
from the present— from the growing action upon his 
body. It was for a more youthful body— his o-wn— 
unspent, unexplored, unfulfilled in youthful games of 
love. And he felt remorse for all that had been missed, 
knowing that no extent of mature love would recap- 
ture for him the seconds of youth that had left him 
wo decades earlier. 

When Claudia’s head buried closer to his body, 
raised, then lowered again in a new action of love, thf 
fragmentation of memory broke and chipped into tli> 
present in a quick image-extension of the young and 
seductive, Lithe Sutton. 

Mark rejected the image. He pulled at Claudia's 
head, raising her to him. But when he moved to turn 
her to her side, she restrained him. 

“No, let me,” she gasped. “Let me — let me love you, 

arling.” 

His body obeyed her words. He lowered to his bad 
as Claudia clung to him. 

He knew a moment of displeasure for Claudir 
dominance. Just before she came to him he h 
unhappiness and the impulse to reverse their pi, 
sitions, bring her beneath him to meet the fury of 
his lashing body. 

But, within an instant, there was no unhappiness, 
no desire for reversal. All feeling left him except that 
provided by the fast moving action of Claudia. 

He joined the movement, sending her higher and 
higher above him, until there was no more reaching, 
only the final, thudding slaps of their bodies as they 
crashed, found their climax, e.xploded, then let their 
bodies collapse and relax together, their skin mixing, 
soft and weL 

Much later, as Mark drove home, he rememberef 
24 



by 

RUSSELL TRAINER 


An Original Novel 


A MIDWOOD BOOK 



e to get rct^dy to celebrate. The boys are piobably 
iting for us now.” 

“All right/’ Judy a^eed. She started to leave, tlien 
imed back to her friend. “Lithe — are you.sure Pete 
eally wants to go out with me." 

Of course, Lithe said. “Why do you ■ even 
wonder?” 

“Because he used to date you — maybe he still want' 
to" 


“Don’t be silly. Pete and I did date but not s 
nously. And he did ask you, didn’t he?” 

“Yes. But I wondered about it. I don’t know Pete 
well as the other boys in class. It seemed odd that he’d 
suddenly ask me for a date.” She paused again, then 

said, He s not— well, he isn’t— you know what I 
■nean, Lithe.” 

“I do. And Pete isn’t that way. At least I don’t think 


“Good.” 

for a moment, then sair 
Does It really bother you so much?” 

“What?” 

"Sex.” 

“No ” Her voice was muffled and her eyes lowe 
to the dusty stage floor. ^ 

StSiei ° -After the oth 

that“™”‘*‘^ her eyes. “We— well, I think we a.r 

nehed. Don t exaggerate and don’t ^ 
o- said, “If anything, I 
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She took a step toward Mark and reached for his 
hand again. He took it. She put one foot on the deck 
rail, balanced a moment, then released his hand and 
jumped into the water. 

. Mark watched her submerge completely in the 
’*fjiTst-deep water. Then he leaped over the side of the 

aised out of the water as Mark entered it. 
.* was next to her they joined hands anc 
ward the shore. As they came onto the bead 
t a wave of happiness sweep him. And it was 
ppiness, one that had no hint of complaint f< 
t because the present offered so much. I 
i and looked at Lithe. Her halter had slipp 
ter heaviness bringing her nipples into f 
dark brotvn, hard, and passion pointed. And 
loth bottom of the suit had receded, too, cau 
dip even lower and hang loose and slij 
.‘d. 

lark felt the wetness of his own shorts and 
; they, like Lithe’s suit, had become sogg’ 
ealing. 

Lithe’s hand tightened in Mark's as if sh< 
bduing pain or great pleasure, containing it 
irsting release. Mark srvung her hand f 
ioving her ahead of him. Their hands separa 
roved forrvard another few steps then tur 
ooked at him. 

Mark halted. Years dwindled, became 
then seconds, then the very instant that tf 
And the instant had been created for the 
himself and the young girl before him. 

'She smiled slorvly, then it faded and her 
became almost fearful. But Mark knew tf 
fear caused by desire, a fear, self-made and 
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Chapter One 


The high school auditorium was dark. But a 
small slice of hall light split through the darkness and 
reached for the greater brightness of the stage as Mark 
Corbin opened the door and stepped inside. 

The stage was empty, yet there was a sense of action 
and life upon it. Mark smiled and moved his big 
frame down the center aisle. When he reached, the 
orchestra pit a girl suddenly appeared from the wing. 
He stopped and squinted upward and against the 
overhead lights. At first his unadjusted eyes caught 
only the dark outline of the girl’s body. But in a 
moment, all of her features became clear and he knew 
the girl was Lithe Sutton, his daughter’s neiv friend. 

She looked down at him but said nothing. There 
was the quick shuffle of her ballet slippers as she 
huiTied down the stage steps. This sudden movement 
brought a light bouncing vitality to her dark sweater 
where only a moment before it had been soft and still. 

She stopped in front of Mark, smiled, then said in a 
low, misty tone, “You must be Judy’s father.’’ 

“Right. And you have to be Lithe.’’ 

She moved a step closer. “Yes, I am. But hotv could 
you possibly know?’’ 
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“What does she have to do with this? With anything 
^vell, anything that you and I might 

“I told her ” Lithe interrupted. , . , . . 

‘'Told her?" Mark shouted, fear thickenmg the 

I told her that I was going dotvnto'iyn todf 
and that I was going to try and get you to give me 
ride home.” 

“Oh,” Mark said wth visible relief. ^ ^ . 

he’s smile broke more widely. “You surely didn’t 
. 1 told Tude about us? About us on the beach. 


Lt our love, did you?” 

L, wondered,” Mark said. His relief was only 
mentary, for the word “love” as spoken by Lithe 
ight hard in his mind, causing new concern. 

“After all,” Lithe continued, “Judy’s my friend, 
ouldn’t want her to — ^tvell, to get upset — to may] 
ven get sick again because of our love affair.” 

Again, the word struck Mark sharply. 

“So, where will we have cocktails, darling?” Li 
asked. 

Resignedly, Mark said, “I’ll find a place.” 

He went to the closet for his coat and hat. He 
‘his time there, delaying their departure, it seeme 
some unknown but rightful cause. He considerer 
quickly a dark mood had come to him. It w 


realized, a mood of the same texture and makii 
had held him the entire week-end: that had er 
him the very moment that followed his %dld, 
seeking conquest of the seventeen-year-old gir 
on the sandy, desolate beach. 

Mark stepped back from the closet and f 
girl. 

“Ready?” she asked. 

“As ready as possible,” he replied. 
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“Quite simple,” he saicL “Judy's made you the mam 
topic of conversation around the house since you 

moved to town. And, I guess I’d know anyivay. 

“Really?” . , . , • , 

“Yes. There aren’t too many platinum-haired girls 

in our little city.” j j 

“I guess not,” she agreed. Her smile widened and 
Mark wondered how such gross sensuality could show 
so early, in a teenage girl. Then his eyes lowered and 
he found new wonderment in tlie fully mature breasts 
that jutted against the soft material of her sweater. 

When his eyes returned to her face, he said, “Where 
is Judy, by the imy?” , 

“Dressing,” Lithe replied. “We’re the only ones 
here. The rest of the cast left about fifteen minutes 
ago. We’re late, but you know Judy.” 

“Indeed I do.” 

; “Well, she won’t be long now.” Lithe paused and 
glanced inquisitively into Mark’s deeply tanned face, 
a moment, she let her . eyes lower and im- 
dently touch at all of his body. 

Her eyes checked their movement when they 
reached his narrow waist. She raised them quickly and 
said, “It was good of your fiancee to offer refreshments 
for the cast.” 

“My fiancee?” His eyebrows raised in surprise. 

“Yes. At least that’s how Judy interpreted it.” 

“Oh,” Mark said. He felt the familiar stir of satis- 
faction -whenever there was a sign of . daughter-ap- 
proval for Claudia Rant. 

WTien Mark did not say more. Lithe’s smile faded a 
bit and she asked, “Did I say something -wrong?” 

“No. Of course not,” Mark said. “I -was just think- 
ing that Judy sometimes gets a bit ahead of herself.” 
“You mean you’re not going to marry Claudia?” 
Suddenly, Mark felt embarrassed. “Let’s say that 
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, ng for their order. 

‘S:SlSrU>e waitress ^tbeto 

Jthe said, "I’H have a martini, darling. 

''%‘K? o£ " h' beMdW. 

r.n’ Mister Corbin?” the waitress inquired. 
“And you, lister ^rmn 

why had ordered 1. H 

Shed martinis. Yet, he had felt *e n«d ^ 
fate Lithe's request in order to reduce the effect 

■?frf;£lrhff£d".he loohed around 
rain and reached to retake Mark’s hand. But he 
uickly diverted the contact by lighting a cigarette. 

^ “Mav I have one of those?” Lithe asked. 

“Oh! certainly.” He extended the package to her 
then liehted the white tip she pursed forward. 

•"tK you." She raised her hand in a gesture tha 
took in all of the large room. "It's very exciting her 
Everyone here— the manager, the waitress— th 
know you. And they didn’t even question my a 

when we ordered. , 

“No. they didn’t.” Mark a^eed. “However, the 

breaking the law and so am I. 

“Oh, bosh. Don’t be silly. They’d never refu; 

serve me as long as I m with you. 

Mark did not answer. The waitress brought 
’ inks, placed them on the table, then departed. 

Lithe smiled over the rim of her glass as she 
£ the cocktail. Mark gulped at his, still hating 
lis but at least anxious for tlie relaxation i 


oring 


A^uietness settled about Lithe, and Mark 
bered it as it had come to her upon the cri 

72 



\ve’re talking about some pretty serious thing — at 
least ■while you kids are v.-aiting to be fed.” 

Lithe sparkled a laugh. "Yes. Do you want me to 
hurry Judy along?” 

“Please. If you could.” 

When she turned and started to walk av.'ay, Mark 
said, "Lithe — just a minute.” 

She turned and faced him again. 

_ “Lithe, I want you to know how much your 
friendship has meant to Judy. To me, too. To all of 
us.” 

Her eyes lowered. An expression of shyness came to 
her face. “I like Judy very much. We get along very' 
well. Mister Corbin.” 

“I know'. And I'm delighted. Until you moved to 
town — w'ell, from the time of my w'ife’s death, Judy 
w'as in pretty much of a shell. She seemed to lose inter- 
est in everything. She never smiled, w'asn’t active in 
school — she was a little ghost until she met you. Lithe. 
I just wanted you to know'. I want you to know’ that 
I’m grateful — ^very grateful.” 

Lithe raised her eyes. For a moment, Mark thought 
he sars’ sadness there but w’hen she spoke he knew that 
it had only been attentiveness. 

“You're very' interesting,” she said suddenly. 

Her w'ords seemed very' personal and irrelevant to 
the things Mark had w’anted to convey. Again, he felt 
embarrassment. 

“And it must have been very difficult for you,” 
Lithe continued. “It must still be difficult — to be 
alone, I mean.” 

“We all adjust to things,” he said. 

“I presume so.” Her tone was mature and Mark 
thought how' very quickly she seemed to change from 
girl to woman, as if she could assume either role at 
will. He felt an urge to talk more about the circ«m- 
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as he seated himself behind the desk and began 
erinff papers together. 

is there a — a powder room here?” she asked softly 
Yes. lUght across the corridor. It’s for the secre 

‘‘I’ll be only a moment.” She turned and hurrif 


It of the room. 

He investigated a few more papers then shm 
hem into his briefcase. He lingered over one _fol 
reading the entire first page before closing it 
putting it with the others. 

He still felt the burn of embarrassment and a 
caused first by Baxton, his client, then Henry 
cocktail lounge manager. Its force ivas made str 
because there was no one to blame but himsf 
could have prevented an entanglement with thr 
tiful teenaged girl. And that there was ; 
tangleraent, he had little doubt. Until the r 
Lithe had appeared at his office door, he had 
ered the event of their lovemaking singular 
ted. An event of great pleasure, even if fc 
)Ut still something that would not be repe 
,vas less sure of it now. Even, less sure of him; 

He had just zipped the briefcase shut 
heard the washroom door open and close ag 
was a moment's silence and he wondered ’ 
not hear the movement of Lithe's apf 
looked up from the desk and had his answt 

Lithe curved herself in a seducti\ e pose 
door. She was nude except for the sto) 
shoulders. 

The shock that Mark felt was as muc 
den, masculine reaction as it was for the 
her disrobement, the sight of the beauti 
that had so recently been his to move, t 
and ttvist in heated response to his caret 
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stances o£ his wife's death— about its effert upon 
himself and his daughter. He wondered about it, 
questioned why such deep conversation should be 
prompted by a seventeen-year-old girl. He decided 
that it was the quality of the girl herself that created 
such a temptation. She had the ability of instant rap- 
port— with himself and probably with anyone she 
met. She had the ability of reaching a variety of levels, 
any such level of understanding that was needed to 
create a feeling of sameness. 

But Mark did not offer the girl a new plateau of 
communication. He smiled and remained silent as the 
temptation passed. 

“I’ll get Judy,” Lithe said. She turned and quickly 
bounded up the stage steps. Her hips, tight in black 
stretch pants, bounced in sensual accompaniment to 
the free, almost wild movement of her breasts, 

Mark watched her hurry across the stage and disap- 
pear. He turned and looked back at the darkened 
auditorium. For a moment he stared at the rows of 
empty seats, not thinking about the slight ap- 
prehension that stirred within his chest. When he 
turned to again look at the stage, his apprehension 
settled, and he knew for certain what had caused it. 

Lithe Sutton, his daughter’s new and different 
friend. 

She was not as he had pictured her. But he remem- 
bered that he had seldom during his thirty-eight years 
created correct images of people. They were always 
more — or less — than he had expected. 

He knew that Lithe was more than he had antic- 
ipated, But in what way? She was as beautiful and 
mature as his daughter’s raving description. Mark 
smiled slightly, realizing that it was this that had also 
been responsible for his slight feeling of appre- 
hension, It had come to him because Lithe was all 
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Like a giant, drowning wave, great sadness swept 
over Lithe and it seemed to her that it was caused by 
envy for Judy Corbin, for the uncorruptableness of 
her grip on love’s first gift. 

She banished the thought and with it some of thf 
sadness left her. But the envy remained. It could not 
be denied. Only the status of what she envied could be 
changed. Lithe’s thoughts centered upon this possibil- 
ity as she smiled sweetly and walked toward her 
friend. 



that he had been led to believe she ivas. Yet, at the 
same time, she was as different as he could expect. The 
feeling left him as Judy and Lithe appeared, laughing 
and hurrying in young-girl fashion across the stage. 
Somewhat surprised, he noticed that his daughter’s 
body was every bit as mature as that of her friend. He 
noticed, too, that Lithe’s beauty seemed to enhance 
and brighten Judy’s dark, natural beauty. 

Judy waved to her father. “Hi, Dad. Did I keep you 
waiting?’’ 

“Don’t you ahvays?’’ Mark called back. 

She giggled merrily as Lithe Sutton directed a tride 
smile in Mark’s direction. 

In a moment both girls stood before him. 

Judy stepped fonvard, reached up and gave her 
i father a quick kiss on the cheek. 

“Thank you. But what’s that for?” Mark asked, 
smiling and pleased tvith this type of greeting, 
i “Because I haven’t seen you in over twenty-four 
' hours, I never see you anymore.” 

; Mark nodded and his expression darkened a bit 
! “I’m sorry, Jude. I was very late last night. I've been 
■ pretty tied up lately,” 

I “I know,” Judy said seriously. Then she brightened 
i and said, “How’s the bad-kid project going?” 

I “Very well,” Mark said. “And stop calling it that” 

; Lithe looked up at Mark, her eyes questioning, 
j- Mark turned to her. and smiled. “My advertising 
; agency is doing a public service job on juvenile delin- 
’ quency. It’s kept me very busy.” 

> “Oh, horv interesting,” Lithe said brightly. 

“Pop’s researched the project by living vdtk 
Judy giggled. ^ 

Mark and Lithe laughed together and in 2 2^-"' " 
Judy added her own trill of gaiety to their voic'' 
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Like a giant, drowning wave, great sadness swenJ 

ZZ f ««sed I 

envy for Judy Corbin, for the uncorruptableness c 
her grip on love's first gift. ^ nicness c 

She banished the thought and with it some of the 

heZZ remained. It could not 

hy af shJ^ ‘^is possibil- 



. When they had quieted, Mark said, “All right, you 
kids. We'd better leave; Claudia’s 'ivaiting for us,” 
“Correct, Father, I’m starved,” Judy added. 

The three of them walked do^vn the darkened aisle. 
When they let the school door slam shut behind them 
they paused, each feeling and welcoming the light 
touch of the early spring breeze. Then, Mark led them 
to his car in the parking lot. Lithe slid into the front 
seat and Judy follotved her. Then he settled behind 
the wheel, gunned the motor and headed in tlte 
direction of Claudia Rant’s house. 

He heard, without full mental acknowledgment, 
phrases, sentences, little gasps and giggles, and the 
general schoolgirl chatter of the girls beside him. The 
hum of their voices was a pleasant sound to Mark 
Corbin. For him it represented his daughter’s journey 
from shock and despair to regained happiness. 

Centered within Mark’s frequent mental ■wander- 
ings was the one memory that was more sad, more 
pitiful, than even the tragic moment of his tvife’s 
death. It was the quietness of Judy that followed. Her 
constant sadness and loss of vitality. Because she had 
been ill a long time, he had thought Judy would be 
ready for the end, even as he had become ready. But it 
was not so. Shock, made stronger by illness, shook the 
girl to black depression. For Mark, adjustment came 
quickly as he faced the new, dual-parent role. He 
ground himself to the task of caring for his daughter 

SoiTow subtded advertising agency. 

resisted the steady pull back to 
otmalc^. And she had resisted it for tivo years while 
unhappiness ivebbed into her personality like per- 

despair. It ended when she 
t Lithe Sutton. Judy came out of her cocoon of 
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The elevator slowed, then stopped. The doc 
parted. 

“Good-night, Miss.” The operator grinned as Li 
stepped into the corridor. 

"Good-night. And thank you,” she answered. 

She waited as the doors snapped shut behind 
Then she walked do%vn the long corridor and stO|^^>_ 
in front of Mark’s office. She patted at her. hair, 
opened her bag and made a quick investigation of her 
make-up tvith a small, jeweled mirror. She smiled 
again, thinking how very soon her face would be 
scrubbed clear of it, unmasked and free, as naked as 
her body and as ready for love. 

Lithe pushed open the door. The reception room 
s'as dark but there was light from Mark’s portion of 
he office. She waited a moment, then moved toward 
it. 

He was behind his desk. His forehead was deep] 
creased with lines Lithe had never noticed before. H 
face seemed as dark as the wood of his desk and Lit’ 
wondered if it was only that way because of the o 
light reflections in the room. But when he spoke ; 
knew that the darkness about him was real, as rea 
the anger in his voice. 

“Sit down. Lithe,” he said. “I want to talk to yot 

She did not answer nor did she move for a mor 
Somedring in his voice frightened her, shool 
confidence and made her feel unsure of herself, 
'unsure of trusting her body to move or her %'c 
speak. She waited, gaining composure, trying to 
mine the cause of Mark’s black mood. 

"Well, come on. Sit doum.” he said. He st 
but did not move from behind his desk. He m 
to a chair that sat to one side. 

Lithe waited, then finally gave a little la 
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sorrow. Bubbling interest in life returned to her. She 
had again found girlhood’s happy present. And Mark 
felt gratitude for Lithe’s healthy influence on the life 
of his daughter. 

A shriek of delight erupted from Judy. There 
the softer laugh from Lithe Sutton. Mark smiled. The 
smile faded as quickly as it had appeared. 

He felt the warm, deliberate pressure of Lithe’s 
knee against his thigh. He ignored it, assuming that it 
had occurred as a result of the car’s last turn. But it 
persisted, then grew stronger. 

Mark’s smile returned and he gave full attention to 
his daughter’s hurried words, thinking that Lithe, like 
a silent conspirator, was signaling him to give at- 
tention to some remark Judy was about to m^e. But 
there was nothing but the usual gay chatter. 

The pressure continued against his thigh. For a 
moment he considered shifting his position. But he 
did not Such a gesture would seem rude and untrar- 
ranted. Audi it would be an acknowledgment of die 
light, sexual communication. 

When he made the final turn at the end of die road 


that led to Claudia’s house. Lithe's knee ’w'ithdreu’. 
But it replaced by a new form of communication. 
She leaned totvard him and her breast nuzzled against 
his forearm. Mark could feel the heat of it pressuring 
through his suit to claim his skin as embracingly as if 
their bare skin had met. He listened to the TatnbJwg 
conversation of his daughter. It seemed unreal thst 
Judy should be jabbering to her friend 
friend s breast made sharp indentations into bis arin. 

Lithe was silent but Mark sensed an 
breathing from her as her breast seemed to bmrmv 
closer. He did hot remove his arm from ' 
touch until he pulled the car into 


Chapter Thirteen 


Lithe Sutton, wearing nothing but a she 
robe, stood at the large picture uundow of her home 
and looked out from the parted draperies. Restlessly, 
? carpet, then she 

i-ertal 

h 1 ’ in an angry, frustrated action. 

»he looked at the long driveway that curved com 

ci^ed Xn 1 l>J-eathing 

XeXand ^”'0 "ew from 

e rear and swept do^vnward toward the street Her 

Stad L f, " P™. yo-th£uHooMng 

r. n ..I steering wheel. Lithe tvatched as the rar 

&"“::dT'd 

maZlsWre t J , “ “Srapt, 

of th! late aftemTorthrr T 

thing. ’ mother— every 

.h=“mr2fhr;^L“ 7'’°" ®pp“> ’■ 

very quiet then she h.l ^ "^o^ient she w 

tried to XXk u ®^" back and forth. S 

Ss than “n "-ords, mte- 

They did not come to 
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Then his atm rolled away from the xvarm breast as he 
turned the steering wheel. Her impudent body, was 
gone. It was as i£ there had never been any contact. 

Floodlights brightened half of the two acres in back 
of Claudia’s house. Mark heard the party noises and 
sensed the movement of young people behind the 
high, picket fence. 

He braked the car and turned to the girls beside 
him. "Better get in there before the food’s gone." 

Judy threw open the door and slid from her seat. 
More slowly. Lithe followed her. Before she slammed 
the door shut she smiled at Mark and asked, “Aren’t 
you coming in?” 

"Oh, yes. I’ll be along in a minute.” 

All right. I'll see you inside,” Lithe said. There 
a hint of possessiveness in her voice, 
lark remained in the car. He watched the girls 
ry into the house and lit a cigarette. He thought 
in how different Lithe Sutton was from his 
ighter and most of the young people he knew. He 
Id now understand why Lithe had appealed to his 
Ighter and helped so much in her recovery. Again, 
felt grateful that the platinum-haired girl had 
ome a part of his daughter's life. He crushed out 
cigarette in the dashboard ashtray and opened the 
door. 

daudia Rant met him at the front steps, Mark 
med in tribute to her radiance. He admired the 
: push of her breasts against a low-cut, yellow dress, 
iking how much younger she looked than her 27 
rs. 

Hi, darling,” she greeted. “What’s the matter? 
aid to face the young people and realize how much 
re aging?” 

Afraid to free you and know how beautiful you 
"he said. 
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jlic h&d not yet told. Jndy about her father s 
nation with her-: — about the sexual claiin he had first 
established at the cottage while Judy was doing 
housework. It was something to save. Lithe thought. 
Something that tortured Mark every single day. 

Midway through the fourth ring, Mark answered in 
a gruff, and Lithe thought, somewhat tired voice. 

She ma4e no response. She tvished she could. She 
wished that she could shout of the things that were 
happening— the horrible things that were about to 
happen to his daughter. But she could not. She would 
have to be satisfied with his voice, saying "hello,” over 
and over again, seeking an answer from the unknotvn 

Suddenly, she found a new thrill. Dramatically, she 
held the phone receiver far out and in the direction of 
the open door in a cruel gift of terror to Mark, wh/ 
ould never know. 

She listened one last time to his voice, tried 
ambed its sound within her for future misty hours 
review, then quickly put the receiver doivn. Then ; 
snatched up her glass and swallowed another full i 
"ounces of its contents. She waited a moment, tl 
taking the glass with her she walked again to the 1 
of the stairs. 

She looked down at the curve of stairs, at the 
they ended at the foyer which in turn openec' 
the living room. Her senses grew keener as she 
a slight cry of anger from Judy and a rou' 
clamation from Pete. Carefully, she moved 1 
dorm the stairs and paused. She heard Juc 
again, then again. It was silent for a mom' 
then there was the sound of mad scuffling, re 
fighting, then another ciy, loud and horror 
Lithe’s breathing restricted, caught, tl 
heavy. Hurrying, but quietly, she moved t< 
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She came to him and he took her lightly in his arms. 
Her hazel eyes smiled up at him the instant before her 
lips parted for his kiss. 

They separated. Claudia patted at her blonde curls 
then slid her hand beneath Mark’s arm and cuddled 
herself to him. 

“I’ve missed you,” she purred. 

“And I, you,” he answered. 

“I’m beginning to feel neglected. You’re always at 
the office, it seems.” 

“Judy was saying the same thing — ^reminding me 
that it’s been twenty-four hours since I last saw her.” 

“We’re both neglected women,” she sighed. “Is this 
juvenile thing so bad?” 

“Not bad,” he answered seriously. “Just important 
— so damn important.” 

“It is indeed. Your first big public service account.” 

He turned to her, “That’s not what I mean. It’s 
important because I have a chance to do something 
really worthivhile. I bet that sounds pretty trite, 
doesn't it?” 

“Not at all, darling. I know how you feel about it. 
I’m glad you do.” 

“I can’t help it. This is the first time I’ve ever felt 
that I had a bigger place in the business than just 
selling soap or hand cream. Now, I know I have. If 
our campaign is right-— and I’m going to make it right 
—we can cut down on school drop outs and make kids 
start to think differently.” 

She rubbed herself closer to him, “You 
feel good %vhen you talk like that.” 

He laughed. “Afraid I can ramble on su 
Jude does sometimes.” 

“I love it.” She paused, then said, “Com^ 
join the kids.” 


IS 


jnfidence; by his' disregard o£ a daughter’s 
rust. 

"Just go,” Judy sobbed again. Please go an( 

aae alone.” . t. 

Mark waited another moment. Then he tun 
slowly left the room. He knew it was all that t 
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the call o£ a solicitor. But this solicitor 
ng — he was demanding, and Lithe thought o£ 
ral telephone calls throughout the day. Curtly, 
1 dismissed each o£ the calls as he had screamed 
.ect his retvard. She smiled, remembering the 
in his voice. Then the smile faded as she wor- 
ibout the new attitude that had so quickly come 
:t, one of aloofness to sex. It was inconceivable, 
could not understand it. 

.ithe opened the door before Pete could touch the 

1 . 

‘Well, that’s the kind of welcome I’ve been expect- 
g,” he said. 

“Really?” Lithe ans'ivered. 

“You know it,” Pete replied cockily. When she d' 
lot open the door wider or step aside, Pete quid 
slid through the doorway and past Lithe. 

“I didn’t ask you in, Pete,” she said with exagger- 
ated haughtiness. 

“Really?” he said, mimicking her, then, rvickedly 
“Cuess you know why I’m here. And why I didn’t ca^ 
t this time.” He pushed the door and it clickc 
ut. 

“I’m really very busy, Pete,” Lithe said. 

You re about to be busier.” He took a step toward 
ler, smiling crookedly. 

She turned coy and put her hands on his chest. 
Come on, Pete — really, I have dozens of things to 
do.” 

“You do have things to do, baby. With me. And 
right now." 

Lithe hesitated. She looked into his eyes. Then, as if 
she knew that she could no longer charm him, he' 
expression changed. It became angry, impatient, an 
bored. She dropped her hands from his chest and sal 
Get the hell out of here, Pete. I don’t want to see y» 
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and angry. His eyes burned and his lean body seemed 
poised for a leaping release. His hands shot to hei 
shoulders and held her tightly. 

Claudia glanced at Mark then followed the 
direction of his eyes. “Oh, oh. Whats that? she re 
marked, her tone worried. 

“I don’t know.” 

She looked up at him. “Think we’d better find 
out?” 

He waited, then said, “I’ll go over.” 

Neither the boy nor Lithe saw Mark approach as he 
skirted the yard. As he drew closer Mark heard the 
boy’s angry voice rasping a mumbled accusation. He 
did not hurry his pace. Instead, his eyes remained 
frozen upon Lithe. She stared straight into the boy’s 
face, showing neither fear nor embarrassment. Her 
face showed an expression of amused indifference. 
Mark coughed lightly when he was a few feet away 
from the couple. 

The boy jumped back. Lithe merely turned her 
head and smiled. 

“I’m making the rounds,” Mark said to her. "Quite 
a few of your gang I haven’t met, including this young 
fellow.” 

Lithe’s smile tvidened and her eyes darkened. She 
looked at the boy for a moment tvithout speaking, 

then said, “This is Pete Hobson, Pete— this is ludv's 
father.” ^ 

The boy shot Mark a quick look and bobbed his 


ha!fd^^^ 

Lithe turned from Pete to Mark and said “We 

were juslgo,„gfo,a„„d,rid=. Would you iile join 



Lithe’s head jerked to the side and she leaned har- 
der against the bannister rail, A red blotch streaked 
-her fece, 

Pete gripped her shoulders just as she turned her 
head to look at him agaiij. Roughly, he pulled her 
away from the baxmister and pushed hard. She landed, 
arms and legs stretched outivard, against the stairs. 
She could feel the rough material of the carpeting 
against her buttocks and she knew that her skirt had 
lifted high at her waist as she fell. 

Pete was atop her in an instant. He pinned her 
shoulders backward, jamming her body in a crazy 
"’dge of straining as she was forced against the stairs 
;e lowered his face and brought his mouth dotvn t 
over hers. Lithe felt his lips slacken, go soft, as i 
aleaded at her mouth, bringing, Lithe knew, passim 
to his pursuit in an effort to spark her, turn the anf 
a%vay and make her go misty with desire for his yoi 
manhood. 

He released one hand from her shoulder 
brought it to her breast. For a moment he knead 
the outside of her blouse. His fingertips grew del 
clayed at her inverted nipple, teasingly intent 
making it rise, hot and sharp, as if this sign,' 
necessary before continuing. 

Lithe allowed her body to relax a bit. Pete 
and pushed himself harder to his task, pleadin 
her mouth now, but commanding as he wo 
ton^e against her lips, whisking sharply 1 

Lithe waited, felt his knee dig hard at 1 
and the pinch of his fingers at her breast as 
iumself to her, his body unbearably stx 
eked with excitement. 

Lithe waited a second— waited until tl 
possible return from the mysteries of b 
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chapter Sixteen 


Mark crushed his cigarette out and looked 1 
gain at the early morning mist rising above the front ' 
atvn of his home. He thought of Judy and when he 
recalled her dark expression of disbelief and the con- 
tempt of her voice when she sent him away from her, 
he swung his chair away from the study window and 
stared at the telephone on his desk. Almost physically, 
he again restrained the wish to call Claudia and deter- 
mine the early morning welfare of his daughter. 

He glanced at his watch and was astonished by th 
slow passage of time. It was six o’clock, only five hon 
since he had left Claudia's house. Again, he revietv 
the decision he had made to tell Judy everythh 
truthfully and quickly. Again he wondered at 
wisdom of that decision. And once again, he k' 
that he could not have done othenvise. 

Mark lighted a cigarette and leaned far back i 
chair, in an effort to lessen the tension that i 
soned him. But his mind was relentless, comp 
him to think of Judy, of all the years of her gro’ 
the joy and happiness he had always known w; 

It seemed that every phase of her childhood sta 
■ him, causing the pain of remembrance. And 
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(continued) 

£EET MARILYN— SLO^WE BRITAIN: She was a 
imptress who never took “no” for an answer — even from 
s woman. 


WHATEVER SHE WANTED— /ESS DRAPER: Thf 
Strange story of a beautiful girl who invited shame an 
punishment. 

ONE OF THE GXmS—RlCffARD MEZATESTA: S 
was in “Tlie Business” and nobody twisted her arm 
- get in it — ^she enjoyed every sordid working hour. 

17 SOFT IN THE SHADOWS— /OEN TURNER: They 
were a strange triangle — a man, his wife, the overnight 
guest. 

288 "night AFTER NIGHT— W/LL SAXON: She wanted 
thrills, not love — and she got them night after night. 

F289 NINE TO TTS'E— JOSEPH COMMINGS: She was a 
very private secretary with a very special talent for clos- 
ing deals. 

#F290 THE INTRUDER— /t/DD POWELL: He sought his re 
venge through the wives of his enemies and they wor 
warm and willing tools. 

#F291 LESBLANISM AROUND THE WORLD— E. LEIG 
TON HASSELRODT: An enlightening and intimate stu., 

^ of Lesbianism on a global scale. 

■ #F292 NURSE CAROLYN— LOREN BEAUCHAMP: Carolyn 
was just what the doctor ordered, but more than the 
patient could take. 

^jlF293 TOO YOUNG TO MARRY — JOAN ELLIS: Janice was 
pretty and pampered — she came of age on a hot-rod 
honeymoon. 

296 THE HEAT OF DNY— MARCH HASTINGS: Two 
young girls find forbidden pleasures in a world without 
men. 


F297 THE CAPTIVE-ZOEN TURNER: She took a ride of 
terror with a man who had not seen a woman in nine 
years. 

™ ORDER-GREG HAMILTON: She wanted 
' • feshi ^ ^ bargain it 

X. 

-^O EosE-kIMBERLY KEMP: She ma 

guidance of a female manager w 
,iee in a strange way. 



chapter Two 


It was nearly midnight when Mark Corbin 
stepped onto the porch of Claudia Rant’s house. She 
opened the door even before the echo of the door 
chimes faded. 

Mark looked at her body, only lightly concealed in 
a thin negligee. For a moment a smile almost broke 
through the grim lines of his face. When it did not 
appear, even its hint disappeared, giving him a tired, 
weighted look. 

“Nice of you to postpone sleeping for me,” he said. 

“Don’t be stupid, darling. You know me. I grab 
every chance I can to make my points. Come on, let’s 
sit down and have a drink.” 

“That sounds like something I can use.” 

He pulled off his trench coat, then followed 
Claudia into the study. Within a few minutes she had 
made their drinks and placed them on a small table in 
front of the couch. Curling her knees beneath her 
hips, she huddled into a comer of the couch and 
looked at Mark. 

His mouth formed a tight smile as he picked up his 
glass, jogged it toward her, then swallowed a third of 
the amber liquid. 
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leir proper place. 1 have regrets that my marriage 
as a failure, but if I hadn’t married, I doubt that I’d 
e as well prepared as 1 am now for a nerv marriage- 
successful one. And if that sounds lihe a hurt it is. 
£t’s not forget that Judy’s graduating in a couple of 
lonths. That’s when we said it'd be sensible to talk 
bout us." 

"Very sensible. You know, I had very little expe- 
ience in my teens. Actually, Ruth was the only girl I 
ver had and I married her when I was still a kid. 
’retty unsophisticated, eh?” 

"Yes. Delightfully so,” she purred. 

Mark caught the fresh scent of her hair and the 
noment was suddenly free from wony. He brought 
ler to him and held her dose. She snuggled against 
lim until they touched from head to toe. 

His kiss ivas a gentle caress until Claudia burrowed 
ler breasts into his chest and opened her lips. His 
•ongue darted into her mouth as his hands rabbi t- 
opped over her eager body. Her hips rose and 
lushed like a wave breaking over the shore. She 
;umed her mouth from his and whispered small, 
lurring encouragements into his ear. 

As if it had been a signal, Claudia slid her fingers 
leneath his belt and gently tugged. And Mark, dupli- 
ating ^e encouragement of her hand, reached high 
hen slid his palm within the bodice of her negligee, 
inding the fullness of her breast. For a moment he let 
is fingers trail over all of her skin, then, more delib- 
rately he pinched at her nipple, rolled it between 
is fingers and gently stabbed at its end as it gretv 
larp. 

Love play ended suddenly. Claudia pushed back 
ad hurried to her feet. Within a moment she had 
ropped the goivn from her shoulders and let it fall to 
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the floor. She stood above him, nude, ^^'aitmg for him 


to match her bareness. 

When Mark made no immediate mo^-e to rise and 
strip his own body of clotlring, Claudia quickly 
kneeled by the couch and pushed at his chest. 

“Lie down,” she panted. "Lie dotm and let me—” 
Hesitantly, Mark let her hands at his chest guide 
him until he was prone on the couch. 

First Claudia loosened his collar and tie, then 
worked at buttons, her fingers growing impatient but 
succeeding. Then, in more hurried fashion she 
•worked at his trousers until he, too, grew impatient 
and let his o-^vn fingers join hers in a fury of motion. 

When his clothing had joined Claudia's in a pile on 
the floor, she again pushed against his chest, forcing 
him downward. Then she raised above him and hesi- 
tated, breathing hard. 

She looked into his eyes, her breasts an inch above 
his bare chest. “Sweet, sweet Mark, let me love you. 
We have time — all the time in the world.” 

Rolling her shoulders slightly she lowered her 
breasts so that they could pat and caress at his fore- 
head, his eyes, his nose, then his mouth where they 
lingered until he made the opening that consumed 
them, first one then the other as she created the 
action, brought ingenuity to his responses. 

^ In a moment she moved lower. Still hunched above 
him like a kitten lapping at some secret pool of de- 
light, she kissed at his chest and ribs and Mark could 

feel her mouth go dry from the constant pressure 
against his skin. 


He wound his fingers mehin her hair, wanting 
more of her journey yet not forcing it nor aodntini 
any new exp lorattons. And, thoueh hl= retpon4i 
ascendrng-allhough it held the 4 



CJiapfer Three 


“Don’t stop — don’t stop, Pete. Not yet, please 
. Lithe worked her hips harder against the labor- 
gboy. 

But there was no waiting, no lasting for him. He 
oaned, then let his body sag against the naked Lithe. 
Swiftly, she jerked to a sitting position, then pushed 
ainst Pete’s chest. “Get away from me, you raisera- 
e bastard. Get away until you learn how to be a 
an." 

Pete rolled aw'ay from her. He began to fumble 
th his clothing, then turned and looked at her. Her 
ees were raised high to her breasts and she held 
OT close together with locked fingers. Her eyes 
zed and a sneering, offended expression played 
OSS her face. 

'You think you’re so hot," she hissed. “You're 
hing, Pete, nothing at all.” 

Gut it out. Lithe," Pete interrupted. “Hell, how 
you expect me to be, right here in your house — 
;n your mother might come home any minute?" 
Pou should be a man under any conditions. Any 
;, any place,” she said coldly. “I don’t seem to 
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worry? I?” SberHis^iifej^ 

he length of her bare fc^odj. ^ ^ 

, Pete’s eyes Imrered and 

vhich had been the scene o* tn-.^ insu^ I ")• 
vlext time it’ll be digerent. lithe? I Itnow it will. 

She raised her chin han^tiiy. “There may not be a 

next time’ for you, Pete” ^ • , r. v 

His eyes turned angry. “Damn it now, Lithe. P ' 
start that again. Don’t try and make me jealo.-; — 
you did at the party. Some day you’ll get me sr rmr 

I'll • • •” 

"What? Beat me? Maybe make love to anrrr;::^- 
Well, go ahead. They’re welcome to yon. Trc-ni i: 
pup, not a man.” 

Anger left his eyes and it i\-a5 reihref. ~nr: mrr;. 
He tried to deny it with greater dnrrmee ::: nr 
words. “What do you expect- rzt 
Lithe, ivhat the hell do you esrert-' 

"What I expect is a rncc, ±rtn— ±rill.nrn ’ 

He looked away from her ■ — — 

"A man like Judy’s Drdhmrmrei. “ 

She smiled and thhsref '^m=r mrrr: mr ■=— 

For a moment she — r-^- -t- — r- 

giving her a thon—hr h~~~ 

Corbin? ■\^TlT rh-hh:~r; mmrrrmrrrF 

"Becausevrr.^— nrhrr — - 

why. Eveir r----^ — r~ i TZ ~IL 

that is.” — 


caressec r* ~ 
real cr-=^ 





your school counselor, I suppose, the boy sneered. 

“Perhaps,” she answered casually. “But Miste 
Jepson doesn’t appeal to me anymore.” She drew he 
kgs under her buttocks and stretched, causing he 
breasts to grow, then relax as she broke the pose,an< 
jumped to her feet, 

Pete, too, pushed to his feet. 

“You’d better leave now,” Lithe said. 

“Why? I’ll wait for you to dress.” 

She made a face at him and said, “Can’t, puppy-boy 
I'm going to Judy’s house. 

“Can’t I drive in with you?” he asked. 

“No, puppy-boy, you cannot.” 

“Damn it, will you please stop calling me that?” 

“Of course I won’t. Not until you prove you’re no 
a mere pup of a boy.” She paused and glanced pas 
him to the foyer. “The door’s over there.” 

He clinched his fists, started to speak, then checkec 
himself, turned and left the room. In a moment th( 
door slammed shut behind him. 

Lithe laughed softly then -walked across the largt 
living room and up the stairs to her room. As soon ai 
she entered the bedroom she went to the mirror anc 
took a long look at her body. As if satisfied that it was 
all in place, she smiled and hurried into the 
bathroom. 

The needle-spray shower stabbed her sharply. Bui 
it gave pleasure, not pain. She was very quiet beneath 
it for a few minutes, then she took a large, foam rub- 
ber sponge and massaged her body. At her breasts she 
slowed the action of the sponge, then, as if satisfied 
tvith the thought that came to her. she increased the 
action, making hard circles that covered all of her 
large breast. 

She smiled and wondered wfiv ie ttriac f-IiKir 



bring herself more pleasure than the steaming, 
quivering, Pete Hobson. She slo'wed the action, not 
letting it raise her to any pitch from which there 
could be no return. 

The sponge circled at her stomach, slowed, then 
moved faster. Her eyes closed, then opened, then 
closed again as she brought the motion lower to her 
thighs. She felt her nipples extend. The speed in- 
creased and she remembered her breast pushed hard 
against Mark Corbin. He had not moved his arm, she 
remembered. He had liked it. He would- have to be a 
freak not to find pleasure in her young body. And, 
Mark Corbin ^ivas definitely not a freak. 

Lithe began to move the sponge in rhythmic circles. 
Then, because her action represented a beginning, 
she remembered the first time she had seen Mark 
Corbin. It had been a day that he had met his 
daughter at school. Lithe smiled as she remembered 
his long strides as he paced in front of the school 
entrance. Soon after, she recalled, her new friendship 
with Judy grew, until they were inseparable. 

She felt her body growing warm beneath the 
shower. She dropped the sponge, resisting the full 
impact from the action at her thighs. It would seem 
such a waste, she thought. 

Facing the downward pour of the shower, letting it 
gush over all of the front of her, Lithe wondered 
about the attractiveness of Mark Corbin. She com- 
pared him to her school counselor and wondered hoiv 
they might be different, or, if there was any true 
difference in men as far as girls were concerned. Then 
she thought about her own urge to be ^vith Mark 
Corbin, about how wonderful she felt when he was 
near. And, because the thought u-as of a man-an 
older man— she remembered individually each of the 
many men m her mother’s life. But she frovmed 
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ne of them brought pleasant memories or- good 
lings. 

>he exiled all thoughts from her mind as she turned 
; shower handle and stopped the water. After she 
pped out of the steamy booth she toweled herself 
;orously, bringing pinkness to all of her body. 

Lithe took a lot of time selecting the exact clothing 
: wanted to wear. She finally chose a short, dark 
irt, knee-sox and a large, bulky srveater that sub- 
ed the effect of her breasts. Perfect school-girl at- 
e, she thought. Exactly the image she wished to 
;ate that day. 

Lithe parked her mother’s car in front of the Cor- 
n house. She glanced to the end of the long drive- 
ly and was delighted to sec — as she had expected 
te on a Saturday afternoon — that Mark’s car was 
iCre. 

Judy met her at the door. Her head was tight in a 
tower cap and she wore a quilted robe. “Hi, Lithe,” 
le said. “I heard you pul! up in front. I'm just 
towering— forgive me for not being ready.” 

"That’s all right," Lithe said. “Take your time.” 
Judy led her into the house. “Want to come up- 
airs and wait for me?’’ 

"No, I'll only delay you more. Suppose I just wait 
I the living room?’’ 

“All right, if you want to.” 

At the living room entrance Judy smiled and put a 
rger to her lips in a sign for silence. She nodded to 
e adjoining study, then said, “Dad’s working-— 
:tter be like a mouse or he’ll kill us.” 



its end where an oil painting of Judy's mother was 
perfectly squared against the trail. She stood quietly, 
looking at it from a distance. Soon, she turned and 
walked to the opposite end of the room tvhere a large 
no sat in a comer. She sat on the edge of the piano 
ich and leafed through several pages of sheet music 
t rested above the keyboard. She brought her 
ids above the keys in playing position, held them 
re a few moments, turned and looked at the closed 
>r of the study, smiled, then brought her hands 
:k to her lap. 

Then, as deliberately as if she were answering a call, 
; swung around on the bench, stood up and iralked 
the study door. She paused a second, then knocked 
;htly on the dark wood. 

The door opened and Lithe smiled brightly at 
ark. 

"Well, hello," he said. "I didn’t know you were 
ixe* 


"Yes. I just arrived. Judy and I are going to a shoiv 
might and she invited me over early." She paused, 
len said, “She’s showering.” 

“Oh,” Mark said. A frotvn puckered at his forehead. 
Very quickly. Lithe added, “I hope I didn’t disturb 
ou. Mister Corbin — ^Judy iramed me not to — ^but — 
i^ell, could I talk to you for a feiv minutes?" 

"Of course,” he said. He stood back and threw the 
loot open more ividely. “Come in and sit dovTi." 

Lithe followed him into the study. A large drairing 
>oard lined one ivall and was piled high irith brightly 
olored brochures and sketches. Full-irall bookcases 
vere on the other side. Mark’s desk iras at the far end 
>f the room facing the door, its hack to a large, picture 

ivindow. The drapes were closed- , 

Mark walked behind his away. He iraitcd 

^omfomble leather chair a ' ° 


UULii **>-*w»-*^, 

the desk and turned to her. _ 

Lithe looked at him and smiled again. A thougl 
scampered through her mind. She remembered sittin 
in an identical position at her high school counselor 
desk. But then, she recalled, her legs were silk cla 
and crossed so that her skirt was hiked well above h( 
knees. 

“Well, Lithe, what can I do for you?” Mark asked. 

She waited a second, feeling that her first words ha 
to be perfect, that they must immediately, put Mar 
Corbin at ease, endorv him with confidence and a 
ceptance of her relationship with his daughter. 

“I — ^^vell I — ” She stopped, made her eyes go d' 
mure, then glanced away. 

Mark picked up a pipe from his desk and scooped 
into a tobacco humidor. He was about to speak whe 
Lithe continued. 

"Well — I just had to talk to you. Mister Corbin.” 

Mark smiled and said, “I gathered that’s what yo 
wanted. Lithe.” 

“Yes. I rvanted to explain,” she said quickly, th 
words dervy with sincerity. 

He nodded as he tapped the tobacco into the pipe 
bowl, but remained silent. 

"I want to explain about the other night, Mistt 
Corbin,” Lithe said. Her words gained strength. 

Mark lighted his pipe and looked at Lithe throug 
the smoke. "Good, I’m glad you do.” His forehea 
winkled and she wondered if it was from his sudde 
interest or a result of drawing on the pipe. 

Lithe leaned fonvard, then hurriedly, almo; 
impetuously, she said, “You see. Mister Corbin, I’l 
very fond of Judy. I— I don’t want you to think b( 
cause of what you saw the other night — because c 
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hat boy and me — that— well, that Judy and I— that I 
an’t be her friend any longer.” 

Mark took the pipe from his mouth then gently 
rubbed its bowl against his chin. 

"It’s odd that you should come and speak to me 
ibout this today,” he said thoughtfully. "It’s been on 
ny mind and I want you to understand, Lithe, that I 
ivon’t let Judy be changed from the girl her raotlier 
raised her to be. Promiscuity isn’t a part of Jude, nor 
is it going to be.” 

Lithe straightened in her chair. "You’re saying I’m 
promiscuous. Mister Corbin?” 

He glanced away and did not answer. 

Lithe breathed deeply, then said, "Mister Corbin, I 
admit that I am a — a little freer -with boys than some 
girls are. But I tvouldn’t force my tvay of life on Judy. 
And it’s because we are so different that we’re such 
great friends. Judy understands this — we've talked 
about it very candidly.” 

Lithe noticed a slight expression of relief cross 
Mark’s face. It made her feel warm inside. 

"Contrary to what you might think. Lithe,” Mark 
said, "I’m not a stuffed-shirt. I know kids have a 
different moral code today — adults do, too — I know 
that petting goes on — that kids — ” He stopped and 
looked more closely at her. 

Lithe’s smile came full and brilliant. 

"What’s the matter?” Mark asked. "Did I say some- 
thing wrong?” 

"You mentioned ‘petting,’ Mister Corbin. Today 
we call it ‘making-out.’ ” 

He grinned and said, "Oh.” 

She leaned more forward in the chair. Afistcr 
Corbin, I just couldn’t bear for you to think badly of 
me.” She waited, then went on, "That incident with 

35 


the boy— with Pete— I'm— I’m so sony. I just wish it 
had never happened. But, honestly — things like that 

won't happen to Judy because o£ me." 

The last hard lines on Mark’s forehead disappeared. 
“I hope you really mean that. Lithe.’’ 

She breathed deeply again, thinking how tvise she 
had been to select a sweater that would not remind 
Mark Corbin of the voluptuousness of her body. 

Then she said in small-girl fashion, "Gee, Mister 
Corbin, it’s wonderful talking to you. You're greatl 
You seem to be the most liberal — most understanding 
man Fve ever known.” She paused and brought quick 
sadness to her eyes. “You know, I’ve never had a man 
— I mean, a real man to ulk to. After my father — 
well, after he left, I didn’t have anyone. I — ^I still 
don’t.” 

Very kindly, Mark said, “I can understand that. 
Lithe. It can account for many things in your life. 

She nodded and said, “I’ve been terribly worried. 
And — and it has been a little embarrassing to 
mention.” 

"Well, I think we should just forget the whole 
matter,” Mark said. “You know what I expect in 
regards to Judy, so we can forget the rest.” 

"Oh, thank you. Mister Corbin,” she said, bringing 
a note of gratitude to her voice. 

Mark’s brow crinkled because of some quiet consid- 
eration as he placed his pipe in a large, brass ashtray. 
Then he turned back to Lithe. “You’re really quite 
profound, young lady. I agree with your proposition 
that people can be different and still get along well 
together,” 

"Oh, thank you. I'm thrilled tliat you agree with 
me,” 

She settled back in her chair and crossed her legs. 
She was aware that part of her bare thigh was exposed, 
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No^v, she did not care. It no longer seemed ncccssaiy 
to hide the lines of her body. She sensed dtat deep 
alliances — Chidden ties that she did not even under- 
stand — had been established with Mark Corbin. And, 
she kne'iv that they were strong enough to veil tlie 
ache of desire within her young body. 

Lithe noted, too, with a hint of amusement, that 
Mark had been very quick to accept her explanation. 
It %vas almost as if he sought to find excuses for her, to 
forgive her and not fear her, and thus keep intact the 
friendship with his daughter. She felt elated. 

Before either of them spoke again, Judy came skip- 
ping merrily into the room. " 

“Oh, oh,” Judy laughed. “So Dad caught you, eh?” 

“Yes,” Mark said. 

Judy stopped at the desk, leaned down and looked 
concernedly at her father. Then she said, “Dad, you've 
been cooped up in this room too long. It’s a beautiful 
day. You should have a little of it.” 

She walked around his desk and pulled the draperr 
cord. A bright shaft of sunlight, still strong thotisi 
setting, shot through the room. Then Judy un^ 
tened a latch and pushed open the UTudow, She 
breathed deeply. 

Mark swung his chair around and 
dow. He, I 
gardens. 

“Oh, w 



Please, Dad— real soon. You need a good i 
way. Could we go as soon as the play* s over?” 
We’ll see," he said. “I'm anxious to get there to 
And we’ll invite Lithe for the first week-end, wo 
Dad?” 

dark smiled at his daughter, then turned to Lit 
£ course. Your friends are always welcome, Ju 
u know that.” 

fudy turned from the window and hurried over 
r friend. “Oh, Lithe, you'll love The Lark.” 

‘The Lark?” 

‘Yes. That’s our cottage. We named it The L; 
::ause it’s for fun and forgetting society, for bei 
rselves.” 



chapter Four 


Lithe ya^vned, stretched, then looked at Judy 
sitting in the bed next to her. She smiled at die 
position Judy had assumed. Her back was braced widi 
pillows against the headboard o£ Lithe’s large bed. A 
book was open and propped on her raised knees. Judy 
held the book with both hands and her head was bent 
low, her eyes following the lines of print as her mouth 
silently formed exaggerated tvords and phrases. 

Lithe tossed her o%\m book to the floor, turned o: 
her side, smiled even more vividly and asked, "I 
French really that engrossing?” 

Judy turned from the book. “Not at all. But m 
exam tvill be.” 

“You’ll pass,” Lithe said assuredly. 

"I think so, too,” Judy agreed. She closed the bool 
with a snap and dropped it at the foot of the bed. Sh( 
looked around the room, then said, “This is fun. I lik< 
staying Avith you. Did your mother mind?” 

“Of course not,” Lithe laughed, but her tone w 
faintly laced with cynicism. “Besides, she’s not corain 
home tonight.” 

“Oh, that’s too bad.” 

“No it isn’t,” Lithe said, somewhat sharply. 
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at a house party. So you and I can have a party of our 
own." 

"It is like a party,” Judy said. 

“Sure it is,” Lithe agreed. As if to emphasize the 
cheerfulness of her words she brought her hand down 
in a hard plop on the bed. Then she said, "What did 
your father think about you visiting for the night?” 

“He was very agreeable,” Judy said. “He likes you. 
Lithe." 

“Really?” A tremor of excitement touched at each 
syllable of the word, 

“Of course he does. I can tell.” 

“How can you tell?” Lithe pushed herself down low 
in the bed so that she could lie on her stomach, cuddle 
her head on her arms and look up at Judy. 

“Oh, lots of rvays,” Judy said. “I can tell when Dad’s 
interested in someone. Why, just the other night he 
was asking me about your grades in school — if they 
were still high. He really is interested in you. Lithe." 

"I’m glad,” she said. 

She felt a smile begin, then checked it. But she 
could not check the heat that began at her breasts, 
glowed, became almost hot, then lowered to her 
thighs where it settled. 

She looked appreciatively at Judy and wondered 
why she had never realized how truly lovely she was. 
Lithe’s eyes followed the lines of her friend’s body and 
was a little surprised to discover that she was very 
adequately formed, even if on a less extreme basis 
than hers’elf. 

“Wby are you looking at me like that?” Judy asked, 
laughing a bit self-consciously. 

“I’m not just looking — I’m evaluating you. You’re 
quite beautiful, Jude.” 

Oh, really, now. Stop it, you make me feel conspic- 
uous," 
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“Which you are in that short nightie," Lithe re- 
plied. 

Judy laughed again and hugged her knees to her 
i chest. She looked up at the ceiling as i£ she were se^g 
a review of things to come, then she said, “Just think, 
i Lithe. The play— then just another few -sveeks and 
duation. I can hardly believe it.” She paused to 
nk about it a moment, then, excitedly continued, 
nd just think— the order of our class puts us right 
ct to each other when we get our diplomas. You’ll 
Ik onto the stage right in front of me.” 

‘Yes, I think that’s great,” Lithe replied. 

They grew quiet, each possessed wth indmdual 
)ughts that did not require sharing. 

Lithe lowered her head and let her cheek rest on 
: bed. It felt cool and she thought how odd it ws£, 
: the heat at her thighs had become intense. She 
ised her eyes and thought of motion, feeling- tie 
nptation to exert her hips in rapid more^ — — 
ainst the bed. She heard Judy move ssi 
ought of the girl’s body, wondering if her sniisi 
icination for the physical attractivenss cf her 
end’s body tvas in some way associztsd --z± her 
isire for Mark, as if by not yet havim ike :re 
ould accept the other. The thourbi riade re- 


ember a long ago instance when her rcc- rrh -rm 
ith that of another girl. She tried ir recril -"hn- r 
as like, what she felt and tvhether the sr-^ier:e 
ten satisfying. But she could nn recnrrr- ~ 

; the act. Instead, she remerafcered i: -nV - ---ZJ 
aked bodies, thrashing and reehinn m"' - 

ot recall how it had ended, if TJTJT 

n end attainment for her. 

She remained verv still as = 


■er and she felt it throbbing ~:n^er nr-' - 
lore and more deeplr hrbedded ^ 


it prisoner until she knew that it was real ana wouj 
not fade. Then, slowly she pushed away from the be 
and gained a sitting position for a moment^ befoi 
jBnally standing and walking to the vanity against tl 
•wall. She sat dorvn and began brushing at her ha 
vigorously, vieiving herself through the mirror wii 
new interest. She became aware of Judy quiet 
•evatching her. But she did not make any remark th 
would break the sudden mood that had come to he 
When she finished with her hair, Lithe stood up ar 
raised her arms high above her head as she a 
proached Judy. Then she let them drop quickly. 

"I’m warm,” she said. In lightening motion Litl 
bent and clutched the bottom of her nightgow 
Quickly, she raised up and whipped the gown ov 
her head. She stretched on her tip-toes, nudely pr 
seating herself toward Judy, She held the pose for t 
instant then broke it and tossed her gown to the £ 
side of the room. 

J udy shyly glanced away. 

"What's the matter?” Lithe asked. "Don’t you lil 
my body?” 

“You’re — you’re beautiful. Lithe.” 

"Then you get beautiful, too,” Lithe kidde 
"Come on, join the nudist camp.” She ivalked over ( 
Judy and tugged at the bottom of her nightie. 

A slight flush came to Judy's cheeks but she laught 
and said, "Should I?" 

“Of course. Come on.” 

Judy scrambled out of the bed and, duplicatir 
Lithe’s gestures, banished the thin material from h< 
body. 

Naked, ^ey faced each other and Lithe had tl 
quick illusion of viewing herself in a mirror, as if 
trick glass had presented a smaller version of her ow 
body. 



Judy was veryqmet, as ifshe had bean “p “ 

ome strange compUance with wishes she did not 
mdeistand, but, nevertheless was meant to ohay- 
Lithe sensed Judy's feelings and felt power mthin 
erselt grow in the Itnowledge that this girl— this 
aughter of hex phantasy-lover— would do, must do, 
nything she desired. She reached her hands out and 
juched at the tips of Judy’s breasts. Their bodies 
rembled at the same time and Lithe could feel her 
wn nipples extending even as she made Judy’s grow 
dth light, fingertip caresses. 

She pulled Judy closer to her in a position that 
[most compelled their breasts to touch. Then, very 
listily, she said, "I love you, Jude. I guess you know 
rat — that girls can love each other.” 

“I — I never considered it.” She paused, then, tvith 
reat intentness said, "But I do love you, Lithe. I 
sally do. You mean everything to me,” 

"I’m glad you do,” Lithe said, "Very glad,” 

Judy turned her head a bit to the side then looked 
ack to her friend and asked, "Lithe— have you ever 
-well ^you said girls could love each other — ^rvell, 
ave you ever— ever done it with a girl?” 

^ ^ boarding 

"Oh.” 

"But 1 didn’t love her as I do you, Jude.” 

When Judy did not answer, Lithe gripped her 

ithe jerked tKSo ^taptly. 

>4 hiw i' toe Bu. LiS' 

Sh, no thirst at her hart S’ 

leased Judy's head and steppdbS^^ nipples. She 



Sadly, Judy looked' up at her and said, "I’m sorry, 

Lithe. I— -I keep thinJdng this is wong. Is it?” 

"Of course not, sweet. Love doesn’t have to have a 
sex.” 

She bent and kissed easily at Judy's throat and ears, 
then, as if pushed by a sudden, new drive, she pushed 
Judy downward to the bed and crawled next to her- 
As Judy stretched full-length to the position of accept- 
ance, Lithe tried again to remember the circum- 
stances of her previous lesbian experience. But the 
memory was too far away — Judy was too close. No old 
vision could be renewed. 

But Lithe made her mind an ally in lust’s quest. She 
thought of Mark Corbin, his stern, good-looks, his tall, 
strong body, then, almost as if she were memorizing 
lines of a drama, she thought again and again. This is 
Mark's daughter — Mark's daughter— -Judy is Mark’s 
and Mark will be mine. 

She pulled her body even with Judy, turned her, 
■' then damped her mouth to the girl’s lips. 

Now, memoi7 was not needed. Recall of actions 
and feelings was not needed. There was no necessity 
for plot or plan. Her own hot mouth, her tongue, her 
whipping breasts, and the heat at her thighs pushed 
her body uptvard and onward and locked her in a 
fierce and angry pose of conquest. 

Judy responded slightly and Lithe had the feeling 
that she was merely being permissive and conforming 
rather than impulsive. But she did not care. Her body 
shook. Hot, heavy breathing sounds and half-formed 
words gurgled in her throat. Tears congealed and 
dropped, mixing with the total, salt-wetness of her 
body as she moved faster and harder against Judy's 
body. 

Lithe’s finish was less than tvhat had been promised 
by her mighty efforts and fast gathering approach, 
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Her body only fluttered, moved again and fluttered 
once more on a lower level as her motion slowed, the 
throat sounds stopped, muscles softened and her body 
heat cooled. She rolled to her side and brought a 
small, hard fist against her eyes, shutting out, it sug- 
gested, the torment of a dismal end. 

Judy nvdsted to her side and moved closer. Lithe 
moved, rejecting the body, tlie girl, the act, even that 
very moment. The searing pains of incompleteness 
confirmed her rapid thoughts, told her tliat relief — - 
responsive, gratifying, body-shuddering relief — could 
only come from the father, not die daughter. 




— that he, too, was feeling the excitement she shared. 

As if to confirm a mental image she pulled the 
'•urtain apart a few inches and glanced to the third 
ow. Mark was there. Claudia sat next to him, smiling . 
lappily. 

Mark’s smile was wide and Lithe knew that it was 
:or the performance of his daughter. She knew, too, 
hat he must also feel relief that the play was over, 
hat at last the weeks of rehearsal and planning had 
mded with audience approval. 

It was a perfect time. Lithe thought. A perfect time 
;o have a week-end at the Corbin Cottage. Long ago 
he had learned that fun should begin on a high note 
—start on happiness. It intensified new pleasures. 

She let the curtain fall back in place and turned 
just as Judy came bounding to her. 

“It was you. Lithe — ^you, who made the play,” Judy 
nied excitedly. 

“Don’t be stupid,” Lithe snapped. “It was the lead- , 
ing lady. You were great — better than even I expected 
you could be.” 

“But if the curtain hadn’t closed fast — I knew 
something was Avrong when I heard some commotion 
— then I knew that you were closing the curtain your- 
self. You saved the play — ^but, what happened?” 

“Calm do\m. It’s over and we had a good show.” 
She waited and glanced over her shoulder at a fair- 
haired boy who stood alone at the back of the stage. 
Then she said, “I did close the curtain. Junior over 
there was dreaming again so I pushed him out of the 
^v'ay and made the cue on time,” 

Dramatically, Judy clasped her hands to her breast. 
“You saved it for me. Lithe. You’re the unsuno-— 
unseen heroine. Oh, thank you. Lithe, thank you.” 

Somewhat embarrassed. Lithe glanced to the floor 
“Well, come on-you have your folks to see id 




He did not answer at once. His brow grew deep 
led and his eyes darkened. After a moment, he sai 
fes, I remember. Rather odd you didn’t tell.n 
lead of time, isn’t it?” 

"When have you been home for me to tell yc 
lything. Dad?” 

Lithe moved a step closer to Mark. She raised oi 
and as if she wanted to touch his arm. Instead, s 
ropped it and let her smile go even brighter.. "I 
jally not much of a date. Mister Corbin. We’re goin 
> dance a bit, then probably have a bite to eat on th 
tay home.” 

Claudia, noticing the darkness that had come t 
dark, made an attempt to lighten it by saying, “Fooc 
Iways the winner. Where in the world do you kid 
mt it all?” 

Lithe looked directly into Mark’s eyes, thinkin 
low he held her look. And she knew that he must fet 
hings for her as a woman — not just as his daughter 
hiend. She looked at the shadows above his eyes tht 
seemed to have suddenly appeared and she knew' the 
(vere prompted by a new fear that had come to hira- 
1 new fear for his daughter as Pete Hobson’s date. Sh 
knew that Mark rvas remembering the instance of h; 
meeting with Pete, remembering it and fearing tht 
Judy might very soon be a new object for the boy 
iggressions. 

And Lithe felt pleasure for all the things she kne' 
sormented Mark at that moment. Her reasons rvei 
rot clear. But she knew that her influence — hf 
riendship with J udy Corbin was her strongest entre 
;o a relationship rvith Mark. Lithe did not thin 
reyond that possibility. It was her single goal. 

Mark turned his attention back to Judy. “Yo 
von't be late?” There was a note of resignation in h: 
mice. 
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‘■Of course not. Dai After all, tomorrovr re o£ 
for the country. We sie leaving early, aren t v. er 

“I planned on it/" he said. „ 

"Then don’t worry about us. We 11 be home early, 
Mark did not ansrver. Then Claudia suggested, 
■Come, darling, we’d better leave the girls to dressing 
ind their dates.” 

There tvas another moment’s quick conversation, 
hen the girls departed for the dressing room and the 

boys rvhom they were to meet. 

They dressed quickly, lithe in an extraordinarily 
low-cut, yelloiv govm; Judy, in a neat blue dress that 
revealed her body bat did not offer it. 

They left the locker room and walked to the middle 
of the stage. Here, they paused and looked around, 
feeling again the hour of their triumph. Then they 
hurried down the aisle and out the front door of the 
school. 


A car was waiting for them at the curb. A tall, r'ery 
blond boy jumped out and walked up to the girls. 
"Well, hello there,” he said to Lithe. 

She waited ivhile he glanced at the visible fullness 
of her breasts, then, as if to deny him any part of her- 
self she slipped a light stole around her shoulders and 
drew it closed in front. • - 

Lithe turned to Judy. "This is Ron Barber— Ron, 
Judy Corbin.” 

"Well, hello to you, too," Ron said, glancing the 
full-length of her, obviously taking pl^sure in her 
mature breasts, narrow waist and good leos 

“mere’s Pete?" Lithe asked. 

“In the car," Ron said.' 


"Then-away we go," Lithe replied. 
At the car Pete roused himself from 
long enough to ninh a 


the back 


a slight salutation as she entered. His eyes seemed 
angry when he looked at Lithe. 

"What’s the matter with you, Pete?” Judy asked. 
“Not talking tonight?” 

“Why talk?" he answered. 

“Why, anything, £or you, Pete?” Lithe said. 

"Man, you cats don’t talk English, do you?” Ron 
said, raising his eyebrows in make-believe wonder- 

“Are you in college?” Judy asked Ron. 

He laughed as he settled behind the steering wheel. 
“Yeah, I’m in college — dear old, S.O.H.K." 

Judy cocked her head and looked at Lithe. 

"Ron’s trying to be cute,” she said. “School of Hard 
Knocks, is what he means, Ron plays drums in a band. 
When he’s working, that is.” 

“Oh,” Jvidy said. "How interesting.” 

“It’s that all right,” Ron said. He tvaited, then in a 
bored manner said, “Well, are we going to sit in front 
of your alma mater all night?” 

Lithe nudged closer to him. “You wouldn’t be just 
sitting very long, I bet.” 

“You better believe it," he said. 

“Where are we going?” Judy asked. 

"The Lighthouse,” Lithe answered. “They have an 
excellent band for dancing.” 

“And the management’s not too fussy about selling 
booze,” Ron said. He gunned the car into motion and 
shot away from the curb. 

“Some of the kids are going to Carl Raymond's 
house,” Judy said hopefully. “We're invited.” 

“You wouldn’t like it there,” Pete said. “They’re all 
squares.” 

Agreeably, Judy said. “Okay, The Lighthouse it is.” 

They arrived fifteen minutes later. 

Only Lithe and Ron seemed at all poised as they 
entered the small roadhouse. Judy kept glancing 
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around as if she expected to be arrested at any minute. 
Pete attempted to hide his self-consciousness mtli 
slouched shoulders and a sneering, bored expression. 

They followed a hostess to a small table. As soon as 
she disappeared. Lithe said, “What do you drink. 
Judy?” 

“Coke, I guess," she answered. 

“With Rum, you mean,” Ron kidded. 

“No, with ice,” J udy laughed. 

“Oh, come on now," Lithe encouraged. “This is a 
celebration. You’re a leading lady wdth a successful 
opening night behind you. You must have a drink to 
celebrate.” ' 

“Sure,” Pete said. “You need to loosen up a little.” 
Very definitely', but with friendliness, Judy said, 
“Really, no thank you." She paused and looked into 
Lithe’s eyes before adding, “This is one. more of the 
differences between us.” 

Lithe accepted it with a smile. “Of course, Judy, if 
that’s the way you want it.” 

“Itis.” 

“Man — I never thought I’d live to see it,” Ron said. 
"Me either,” Pete added, bringing a note of com- 
radeship to his words. 

The waitress arrived and took their orders: bour- 
bon for Lithe, rye and water, for Ron, a beer for Pete. 
Judy -was allowed her Coke. 

I They finished their drinks, danced, had another 
drink and danced a few more sets. Lithe clung tightly 
I to each of the boys in turn while Judy danced close, 

! but reservedly, then, when it was nearly midnight, the 
I four of them left The Lighthouse. 

I Lithe glanced at the back seat as she settled close to 

^ around Judy’s shoulder and her 

head was nestled against him. As soon as Ron started 
, the car Lithe put her hand on his thigh. Her mind 



rearranged the present, put Mark Corbin in the 
driver’s seat, made it his thigh her hand caressed. 
Then she cuddled closer, allowing her breast to pat 
against Ron’s side. He put his arm around her arid 
clutched her other breast for a moment before sliding 
his hand down the front of her dress to meet her 
bareness. 

Lithe remained close to Ron as he drove the car. 
But only part of herself was given to the closeness. All 
of her senses were attuned to the back seat, to Judy 
and Pete. She accepted the silence with satisfaction, 
knowing that the lull in conversation had been caused 
by a kiss. Lithe burrowed still closer to Ron. She felt 
his hand grip her breast more tightly, more urgently, 
then relax enough to fondle her nipple. 

Still, she did not respond with excitement to his 
touch. The excitement she felt — ^and it was great — 
was not for the young man next to her, it was for Judy 
and Pete, a short, dark distance behind her. She won- 
dered why it was so. Judy was truly her friend, one of 
the first, real friends she had ever had. And, she did 
recognize the differences in their lives. But did she 
want the differences to remain? Wasn’t it likely that 
she wanted Judy to experience those things she herself 
had already experienced? 

Only one thing seemed very sure to Lithe. She 
knew that the excitement she felt for Judy and the 
things that could happen to her with Pete, tvas, in 
some remote %vay, associated with Mark Corbin and 
her desire to have him. Judy was an extension of Mark 
— that was enough to cause excitement. 

The thoughts of Mark ignited responses that the 
clutching hand of Ron had not been able to do. Lithe 
let her fingers go to Ron’s tvaist, then jerked at bis 
belt. 
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“Jeezus/' he mumbled, then he moved the car 
ahead faster. 

"Hey, slow do^vn" Judy exclaimed from the back 
seat. 

Lithe turned her head and looked at Judy, Pete 
held her close but Judy conveyed a picture of poise 
and reserve without a sign of disagreeableness. 

“Whom do you mean, Judy?” Lithe asked, “The car 
or Pete?” 

“Both,” Judy laughed. 

Lithe turned away as Pete tvorked to force Judy’s 
mouth to his. There was quiet, then the sound of 
resistance. 

“No, Pete,” Judy said. “Kisses will be enough, 
thank you,” 

There was a grappling sound, another silence, then 
Judy said, “I mean what I say, Pete,” 

Lithe heard Pete move away from Judy, She smiled, 
knowing that he had moved to a comer of the car to 
sulk — The great-lover having been reduced to re- 
jected child. 

Again, Lithe tugged at Ron’s tvaist. “Aren't you 
ever going to stop this car?” 

“Right now, baby,” he said. The car swerved, 
passed bright lights, then shot into darkness behind a 
roadside bar. In a few seconds Ron slammed on the 
brakes. 

Almost immediately. Lithe shot her body close to 
him, lengthening herself against him until he, too, 
extended all of himself to her. Lithe pulled at the 
band of his trousers as she scooted into the comer of 
the car. She turned and let her head rest, slightly 
turned, on the window ledge, allowing her a full view 
of the shadowed bodies behind her. And the bodies 
were apart and silent. 



Lithe saw Pete give up his period of sulking and 
pull Judy to him again. She watched the shadows 
merge and become one as they kissed. She felt pleased 
that Judy had lessened her defense enough for at least 
another kiss. 

Lithe felt a pull at her skirt as Ron crushed himself 
closer to her. There was more fumbling then a curse 
from the boy. ■ 

“Jeezus, but you’re clumsy,” Lithe said. “Here.” 
She arched her body and with her own fingers loos- 
ened and dismissed her light panties. Lithe looked to 
the back seat again. There was a movement of bodies 
as Judy’s form scurried away from Pete. Then tliere 
was a lunge as Pete regathered her in his arms. 

With her head still turned to the back seat, Lithe 
felt Ron rise, fumble, then draw himself close to her. 
She joined his erotic motion, but her interest, her 
senses, were focused on Judy and Pete. She watched 
them, waiting for the extra thrill she knew would be 
hers when Judy saw her and recognized the lewdness 
of the scene. She wondered if Judy would instantly 
recall when their bodies had been thrashing in similar 
motions. She rvondered if she would feel hurt, or even 
envy. 

Soon, she sasv Pete grab at Judy’s skirt and watched 
as his hands were firmly rebuked. She watched new 
attack and new defenses, even as her orvn body heaved 
relentlessly. She brought a new snap to her body as she 
watched Pete Hobson give up a final effort and draw 
may from Judy. 

Lithe saw Judy move fonvard and put her hand on 
:he door handle. Then, she felt, rather than saw the 
ibruptness of Judy’s pause and Lithe knew that her 
riend’s face was only inches from herself and Ron, 
hat she could not help but see all that was happening. 
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She wondered at all the things a girl like Judy would 
think and feel. 

Lithe turned her head and looked into the face of 
her laboring lover tvho was moving at a new, shatter- 
ing speed. She tvrapped her arms around his neck and 
convulsed in a spasm of motion as she felt him ap- 
proach his end. Almost instantly, Ron stiffened, 
paused, trembled, then went slack atop her as he 
emitted a final, gasping moan. 

Lithe’s^ excitement had become intense. And she 
knew that it was because Judy Corbin’s hand was still 
clutching the door handle, because her body was tense 
and her eyes remained fastened to the front seat. 
Instinctively, she knew that Judy had become frozen. 
Frozen by interest — by awe — perhaps by shock. But 
she had not fled. She had witnessed the scene, pulled. 
Lithe was sure, by some unbreakable tie of curiosity, 
excitement, and friendship. 

Lithe neither looked at, nor spoke to Judy. When 
Ron had unraveled his body and she had straightened 
her clothing, she merely sai^ “All right. Let’s get Pete 
and go home.’’ 



chapter Six 


It was midaftemoon when the sun lowered 
across the lake, denying its warmth to Mark who was 
asleep in a lounge chair in front of the cottage. He 
stirred. His head turned to the side then restlessly 
turned again. He awoke with a start. He looked 
around, then directly to the beach fifty yards in front 
of him. A square of blanket was the only break in the 
long stretch of golden sand. An hour earlier — ^after 
the week-end's equipment had been unloaded from 
the car and stored arvay — the beach had been alive 
with the happy enthusiasm of his daughter and Lithe 
Sutton. He looked far down the beach but there was 
no one to be seen. 

Mark closed his eyes again. A dream fragment still 
encroached upon his wakefulness and by shutting out 
the day he hoped to recapture it. But he could not. 
The dream, and the revelations it had promised, were 
gone. He opened his eyes again and wondered why he 
had’ wished for the return of a dream. The day, and its 
enjoyment, was what he needed, not distorted subcon- 
scious ^vanderi^gs. 

When his eyes fastened on the empty beach again it 
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seemed that this had been part of his dream 
beach and his daughter and Lithe Sutton. But, bet 
he could consider it further and coax that which 
hidden and gone to return, he heard the voices of 
girls behind him. He continued staring straight ahi 
at the lake. He smiled, Hstening to them approa 
hearing their bright talk dotted with laughter t 
growing stronger as they grew nearer. 

Finally, there ivas abrupt silence, then Judy’s vo 
at a whisper-key, saying, “Shh. Dad's still sleeping 
bet.” 

"Look how quickly he’s tanning,” Lithe repli 
also whispering. 

"I think he’s part Indian,” Judy said. “Besides, he 
lives in those Burmudas when he’s here.” 

They reached the back of the lounge chair and 
Mark heard their steps become soft as they edged to 
his side. When he judged that they were only a few 
feet away, Mark, in a very level voice and without 
turning his head to look at them, said, “There’s no 
need to be so quiet, young ladies. The old man’s not 
quite so old as to sleep through the entire day.” 

His even tone shocked them as much as if he had 
shouted. They laughed, quieted to a giggle, then 
laughed again as they drew close to him. 

“Dadl You scared us,” Judy exclaimed. “I was sure 
you ivere still asleep.” 

Yes, Lithe concurred. “Your body was so quiet ” 

you 


■•3°' J°dy complained. 

You ve hardly moved since we eot herp ” 

"The country's for resting,” he laid. He looked 
closely at hoth girls, observing their nearly identical 

*X“nf LM lkT"” y” 

o Deen? Last I knew you were on the beach ” 
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“We walked into the village,” Judy said. _ 

“It's so quaint,” Lithe added. She moved in front of 
Mark so that she was able to look directly at him. "I’ve 
always wanted to be close to a small, country tovm." 

“Well, you are now.” He pushed up from the re- 
clining back of the chair. Then he turned and sat on 
the edge and asked, “So, what do you have planned 
now?” 

"Nothing until Claudia gets here,” Judy said. 

Lithe turned and looked out at the lake. 

Mark followed her gaze and watched the gentle 
obbing of his cruiser tied at the end of a long, 'i^vhite 
ock. 

Lithe turned to him and said, "I’m just dying to see 
he rest of the lake. Judy told me about the cove at the 
ither end — about how picturesque it is.” 

“It’s that, all right,” Mark agreed. 

“Why don't we spin the boat doivn there, Dad?” 
[udy inquired. 

“Oh, would you?” Lithe asked excitedly. But 
juickly she checked her enthusiasm and turned to 
fudy. “We can’t, Jude. Remember, we were going to 
itraighten Claudia’s room before she arrived.” 

“Oh, oh. I forgot, too,” Judy said. 

Lithe’s eyes turned dark -with disappointment. 

“But, look,” Judy said. “You and Dad go ahead. I’ll 
ix Claudia’s room. I’ve been to the cove dozens of 
imes anytvay,” 

Mark did not offer any comment. He wondered 
^rhy he felt hesitation for so simple an arrangement. 

Lithe took a step closer to Mark. “Could we, Mister 
lorbin?” 

“Well—” 

“Please?” 

“It’s early enough, I guess. Claudia won’t be here 
sntil dark — the high price of Saturday work in beauty 
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salons." He paused, tlien said. “I cv t 

a good work out anytvay.” 

"Wonderful,” Lithe said. She r? 'vi 
won't think I'm skipping cliores. vc'.I ' 
"Of course not; After all, you're the 
Mark pushed upright and streteheh. ' 
brought his arms dotra from abore his heed 
ticed that Lithe's eyes tvere glued to his r.nisr. :: 
look, it seemed, was one of casual investics:i,~ 
for an object she already knew well. 

“Would you wait long enough for 
Lithe asked. - - 


it 11 take me 


^ 4 . 


"Sure thing," Mark said 
check the motor.” 

"Good. I'llhuny.” 

"And I'll start the hard labors of houseTK— k 

^ .Vink 7-' 

The girls hurried toward the cottacrp - 
.te them; then walked Afindfe 

each He paused at the dock, teelms- the h» 
iun-baked sand aeep up hfa b»“ie- 
'Valked the length of rlnri- ^ j Is- 
mail cruiser. ^ aboa 

he odd feeling of incompleie^^'Srfdt* 
nm since he bad awakeLdn^! u 
lead from the motor t • ^ 

look, the feeling lessened'” 

eiry cloth S'Xt ^ '’orv 

"''od high on the thfeh^""”,""’ “ *' throa 

’"S^’hen they really WCTe Her"!!***” ^ 

Mulders allowing the >oose I 

'8 « as she moved. sL wa P% at brie 

-atMn.ovcmen.ofX^rri^tti'^-' 
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breast at his arm, made rough by the mntovval of hov 
robe. He remembered the simxbv of the givlV; 

body weeks earlier and xrondered ixow, as he had tUow. 
if the movement xvas accidental or deliberate. He 
her from the comer of his eve ;n\d foxxnd no ex- 
pression that shoxved more than friexxdliuess axxvl 
interest in the giant span of lake. Her hair had bt’-- 
come wild and tangled by the xdnd and Mark eoxxld 
see bubbles of xvetness throughout it. bringing a 
bright, sun-reflecting croxm of youth and health to th.e 
platinum strands. 

Without looking at Mark, xvith no discernible 
change in her expression. Lithe slipped her arra 
through his and cuddled closer to h im as she contiri' 
ued to lean fonvard and look aheacL 

Mark felt the heat of her body, enjoyed it, relt 
revitalized, and recognized that his earlier feeling of 
disorder and lapse was gone. It xras as if the com- 
pletion of the dream had finally been supplied by the 
physical nearness of Lithe Sutton. And Mark knew 
that the girl had surely been a principal of the dream, 
playing a part he had been forbidden to capture in 
sleep. 

Neither of them risked words, the noise of the 
motor an ample excuse for silence. Nor did either of 
them move and dismpt the contact of their bodies. 
Mark felt only their gentle, joined breathing. And, 
though his mind could not recall any early boyhood 
experience to match it, he knexv that all he felt xvas of, 
and for, that period of his life that had been missed 
and passed so long ago. 

Mark pushed the throttle to full speed and the boat 
roared ahead. 

Where the lake narroxved before xvidening zgzin a 
mile farther east, Mark sloxved the small craft to a 
lazy, searching pace. Lithe still had not moved and 
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He turned to Lithe. She smiled. He held . 
hand. She tvalked across the deck, stopped ra Jror.t 
him, then after a moment's hesitaUon Siie ree.v . 


•s' 



,1 

j 

i 

1 

! 
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hand. 

“From here, we ^valk, he said. 

“Wade, silly,” she answered. Her voice wns i 
and more throaty, making her light words seem lire 
vant and out of place. But the pressure of her finprm 
working in Mark’s hand was meaningful and compati- 
ble with any age, any maturity, any pleasurable anuc- 
ipation. 

“All right, trade,” Mark said. “Over the side.” He 
raised her hand, urging her to the low deck rail. 

“One second,” She freed her hand from his. Facing 
him, she brought her hands to the top clasp of the 
short robe. She undid a button, then another, and 
•finally the third and last. Her hands remained tight 
against her breasts, holding the opening of the robe 
together in a pose of demure reluctance. Then she 
smiled and pulled the robe apart and slipped it from 
her shoulders. It dropped to the deck. 

The effect of her sudden bareness ivas startling for 
Mark, She wore a skimpy bikini, one that did not e%*en 
try for concealment of her large breasts, her flat, tight 
belly, her firm and rounded thighs. All of the ma- 
terial, only fape-narrow, whispered of things even 
more joyous than total nudity. 

Mark looked at her, aware that he was starin^ vet 

awe 

not 
to a 
■5^:a5 
mge 
niz^ 


o — 
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he felt for her body. 

Lithc's orange bikini halter covered, but 
conceal, the shatpnes of her nipples. From U 
place devffitatmgly low below her navel tl 

diaper^ 

lorn cloth. The sides were larpd Tt-^fif t- 
that made diamond shaped patterns of her sth 



of her o^vTi steaming drive, a deterrent for the thiaj 
ing things v.'ithin her that begged for outlet. 

A sob caught in his throat and he leaped forrva 
the ferv steps to reach her. Their bodies collided f 
1 Lithe had jumped to meet his assault at the same J 
; stant that he crashed against her. ' 

No part of their bodies could resist contact. Th< 
: arms wound around each other’s back, tliighs slapp 

:: together, knees bumped, chest met breasts — exposi 

d and jammed high above the strimsuit top — tee 
r clicked, then quieted as mouths opened to allow t! 
:r : new joining of their passion-driven tongues. 
i : Mark lowered his hands to Lithe’s buttocks the 

i : snapped her to him, bringing the scald of her thigh.' t 
i • meet his own heat. Then, as if tlie new contact tc 
: i more than he could stand he grasped her shculce: 
r I and pushed her away, 

:i She stumbled and half-fell to the sand, iktri 
i ‘grabbed her forearms and pulled her upricha Ther 



ered her mouth with his as she arched to him. T 
teeth and tongues dashed, parted, came toge 
again, softened, then met in new violence. 

Mark locked his fingers through the silky stranc 
her hair. He forced her head far back causing her i 
to strain and show the pulsations of her throat cc 
For a moment he held her that way and looked at 
face, unlined, open-mouthed and %vith the poin 
her tongue showing between her pale lips. Mark 
new strength and potver gather mthin him, incred 
in its immensity because of the new power that 
his, the kno^vledge that Lithe was his to move in 
way he wanted. 

And what he tvanted was the patient taking of a 
her. 

He loosened his fingers and allowed her to fall 1; 
on the sand. He hunched above her, then sic 
lovingly, kissed at her eyes and throat and bre: 
lingering here for greater explorations of all 
rounded flesh and the hard, pointing tips. 

Lithe’s body trembled and she cried out, mot 
her body restlessly. 

Mark quieted her movement by placing one h 
on an ankle, the other at her throat and holding 
long and passive beneath his bowed head. But 
passivity vanished when he left her breasts and Ids 
at her belly. Her hips gyrated and shot high to n 
his onslaught and there tvas no peace that could 
brought to the demand of her body. 

He raised and looked at her. Her body continuec 
heave and revolve, imploring him. He waited, enj 
ing for a moment the agony of her longing, know 
that he had created it and that only he could bri 
relief. 

“Please— please— please!” Lithe cried. Her he 
twisting from side to side. 
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He contfcec, c 
orment that mrcet. 
lowly — vtxj 
ibove her, loolted nt: 
my view of them sa 
lers. 


-\'. -rr . .mitinmeu xc the 

heir mi'mEe 3srh 'Teipnm- x.ht:ii, 
-r!Tif — b- mised 

rr- mer .tmc. 'irnraemaieh' lost 
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“Ahh,” she mumhlec zhroem: me romei 

:unnel of their mouths- 

Her passion soared as Hari mrx-ex dmxy and 
ieliberately, like a mnsidzn prcmrhmir mrmtc: criords 


TOm a well-knovm instrument. 

And, as her body trembled, shordc. conTuised and 
■apidly ground itself to the emtasj o£ dncover'/, Mark 
:aught the hysteria of her feeling and it became his, 
He moved to a whirling pitch, slovred and then 
stopped dramatically to rest and conserve rvhile her 
body whimpered for him. Tantaliaingly, he waited, 
^.nd w'aited. But then, beset by love's budding fervor 
be moved again at a faster, more terrifying pace in the 
insanely happy drive toward the glorious end. 

Lithe’s body arched, held at a back-breaking bend, 
relaxed then arched anew in a fanatic struggle of 
reaching. 

“Nowl” she screamed. 

“Yes!” he choked, in ansvter and in unity with her 
youthful drive. 


She shrieked as her body lashed and leaped to 
match the new speed Mark was obtaining. 

When they struck the sun and lost themselves 
within its blaze and fluttered dowmrard froiu tint 
sensation’s peak, Mark felt the ripple of all voon-' 
things tliroughout his body. Accomplishment, abilint 
health all of love’s loss and neiv diseo\ ere>' >" ' ev-" 
the reclaiming of the missed and car: 
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chapter Seven 


The first day back at the office follotving t 
reek-end at the cottage presented Mark with a mu 
licity of business problems. They filled his mind ; 
he entire day and he was glad that they did. Th 
iressure kept him from thinking of the immedi; 
)ast — of Lithe Sutton — of the things that he had f 
nd the regret that had come to him. 

In an orderly fashion, as if nothing new had h; 
)ened to his life, he faced and accomplished each 
he business matters that had awaited him. It r 
learly six o’clock when he shut the last folder on 
iesk. It was then that he heard the reception dc 
pen and close. 

He pushed up from his swivel chair. But he did i 
ave time to move around the desk and walk to ' 
ffice door before he heard motion just outside it. ] 
aused and waited. In another moment. Lithe Suttt 
air, eyes, and smile radiant, framed herself in t 
oorway, 

“Caught you,” she said joyfully. “I knew I would 
tst had to.” 

Mark was very quiet for a second. Because he h 
68 


kept busy he had avoided thinking of the girl, but 
now her sudden appearance brought with it every 
intimate memory of her. And the memories were a- 
confusion of enraptured pleasure and deep remorse. 

“Well, say you’re glad to see me,” Lithe tvhispered 
throatily. 

“Surprised, is a better description,” Mark said. 
"What the devil are you doing here anyway?” 

Slowly, she -walked to-vvard his desk, her hips sway- 
ing in a slow and undulating manner. “I stopped for 
you to buy me a cocktail.” 

“Cocktails?” 

"Of course,” she replied. “It is six o’clock, you 
knotv.” 

She stopped in front of the desk, placed her hands 
on its top and leaned forward. It was the first time that 
Mark had really noticed the very mature, low-cut, 
black dress, the mink stole, the nylon-clad legs stretch- 
ing long from high-heels and the large, round, attrac- 
tive but almost ridiculous hat. The image of a pas- 
sionate and bare beach girl seemed very far away. 
Mark glanced at his -^vatch. 

“Well?” she said. 

“It’s five minutes to,” he replied. He smiled 
slightly. 

"Good,” Lithe answered. She straightened and her 
breasts, although secure in what had to be an expen- 
sive undergarment, enlarged and rounded smoothly, 
leaving for Mark’s memory alone their sharp pointed 
ends. 

"I was just going home,” Mark said. 

“I know. Judy said you almost always stay an hour 
after the others leave — that you’re nearly ahvays here 
until six.” 

“Judy?” Mark said crossly. 

“Yes, of course.” 
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watched her twirl the thin stem of the glass bet^veen 
her fingers and occasionally sip from it. Although she 
held a mature poise, he had the impression that she 
did not truly enjoy the drink, that she had taken it 
merely as a prop for the romantic setting of her cock- 
tail interlude. 

Mark had just finished his drink and was conr.asr- 
ing a second — not a martini — ^when there "vras — -e 
shuffle of movement next to him. He looked 
found the tall figure of a very dignified man iraarrg: 
own at him. 

"Hello, Mark," the man said. 

Mark rose from his chair. “Well, hel-r.. 'ISrsr 
■axton. I’m surprised to see you.” 

"Really?” Baxton said. He looked at 

"Yes. It seems odd, especially so when Z — T.rrn 

5 you only a few hours ago.” 

Baxton nodded at Mark, then n: lime 

gain, who smiled sweetly. 

"Oh, pardon me,” Mark said. me 

5 Lithe Sutton — a — a friend of m mrmmr i ” 

Baxton botved sedately. Lithe — 

nd extended her hand. Bamm zmi; m m m- 
eased it and turned again t? lizm 

"Researching our delinGnmmmmmm m.lLm/ 

le said. His smile had 
leavy widi sarcasm. 

Mark felt a flush at hhnem h: -m tmmmmmr 
'or Baxton but in selfmmmm imnh-mmhmm r 

lave a drink — for evse hmr - m h 

ivith her. He tried tz 

There tvas none. Em ir -mmmr m -T 

tiad replied vithm-mmm 

Lithe looked m m Emmr mr mm - -- 

be connected Tn-f± 

count. It must term 



“Quite,” Baxton said, gruffness circling the word. 
Total embarrassment grabbed at Mark’s chest at 
itched tightly until it became anger. He did n 
ist his voice to make a comment. Nor was oi 
;eded. 

“Well, I have to run along, Mark,” Baxton said, ' 
ily stopped to say hello. I have some guests waiting 
e paused, then said, “Nice meeting you. Miss Sr 
m.” He nodded to both Lithe and Mark, turned ar 
isappeared toward the other end of the dining root 
When Mark reseated himself. Lithe leaned forwai 
id said, "What a distinguished looking man. H 
..lUSt be very important.” 

“He is,” Mark said sourly. "He's the Governor 
Chairman on the netv Juvenile Delinquency Commi 
tee. At the moment. Mister Baxton is my most impo 
tant client. 

“How nice,” she said. 

Mark did not answer. And he decided against o; 
dering a new drink. He paid his bill, then, with Lith 
walking ahead of him. they moved to the foyer tvher 
Mark took his hat and coat from the girl in the checl 
ing booth. 

Lithe was already at the door and waiting for hir. 
tvhen Mark saw the host raise his hand in a .short 
beckoning signal. Mark looked at Lithe, bowet 
shortly to excuse himself, then tvalked over to thi 
host. 

“Yes, Henry, what can I do for you?” Mark asked. 
“Mister Corbin,” the manager said. “Mister Corbir 
— excuse me, please — but — well, it is very difficult foi 
me to say but I want you to know that if it had been 
anyone but you — any other guest at all — I would not 
have allowed the young lady to be served. Our license, 
you know. The liquor laws, they're very strict. I- hope 
you understand.” 
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“I understand, Henry. I'm — ^I’m sorry.” 

The manager rolled his eyes and raised his hands 
and shoulders in a sad shrug. “The young lady, she is 
very beautiful. And you are still young. Mister Cor- 
bin. It is a shame the laws are so severe. But there 
ire places I could suggest — ^less scrupulous clubs 
ivhere — ” 

“No, Henry, that’s not necessary,” Mark inter- 
-upted. “Thank you. And I am sorry.” 

Mark turned and walked away from Henry. When 
le reached Lithe, he held the door open and they left 
he lounge. 

Outside, Lithe turned to him and said, “What tras 
hat all about?” 

“Something very personal.” 

“Oh.” 


^ Mark looked up and down the street. Then he said, 
'I have to get some papers from the office. I’ll take you 
o the car first. You can wait for me there.” 

She took his arm again. “Don’t be silly, darling I’ll 
;ome with you.” 

He did not resist her decision. Somehow, he knew 
hat It would be futile. With her walking close to him 
hey headed in the direction of the office 

eception room light. vxicnea on the 

‘Til just be a second,” he said, 

here s really no great hurry, you know ” 

Mark walked doiwi the cai^VS T 
Ight switch of his office nnrl ^ ^ ^ “rndor, hit the 
He ceuld to bis 

lim. He saw her enter the fotlonin? 

««ter the room and Aesitetehv the 
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Lithe v.-alked totrard him. She took her 
v.'here she held the stole togetlier. 
breasts spilled fon^ard then boiinceo i-:- 
rhythm as she walked across the room. 

Although a hundred cautions raced thr'rrr res 
mind shouting for attention, he pushed baex rr — 
from the chair. And, even trith tons of logic 
upon him, trying for delay and reason, he n.r~rc. 
around the desL The feeling of Lithe’s young ccc~ 
joined to him was all that he could remember, t hfrk 


of, or want 

She stopped before hhin smiled and raised her 
hands to his shoulders, aEmirig the stole to fall to the 
floor. Then, with her roicc afmsir rhl-k and smother- 
ing her trords, she said. “Tf Tm m- he a good mistress 
for you, Mark darling, I mmx he ahtc all the time— 
and any place.” 

Mark stooped and Ixfnsd hen in Sir arms. He held 
her very still for a momep: hexre wailang across the 
floor to the leather ccmgr an the opposite Xh- 
joumey was a shorn one. And. iE u^. p^th was teacti- 
erous and later to be EedTOtiirmc Sfark.denicd it 


-blocked it from Lhr 


-tt an iiin hnsre m know 


again the 
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Chapter Eight 


Lithe jumped up from the couch where she 
was sitting with Judy Corbin and walked to the living 
room windotv of her house. She pulled the draperies 
apart and looked into the early evening’s shadows. 
Then she turned back to Judy. 

‘‘No sign of them yet,” she said. 

Judy laughed. ‘Tve never seen you so anxious for 
anyone to get here — especially Pete and Ron.” 

‘Tra not anxious,” Lithe answered. ‘‘A little 
restless, that’s all. 1 have to go out later tonight.” She 
walked back to the couch and plunked down in the 
deep cushions. 

Judy curled her legs beneath her. Her textbook, 
which had been open and on her lap, fell to the floor. 
She looked at it, shrugged her shoulders and made no 
move to retrieve it. 

Lithe laughed and said, "'What the dickens — we’ve 
studied enough for one day anyhow.” 

‘‘Sure we have,” Judy agreed. She glanced to the 
windows. "Did you say you're going out later to- 
night?” 

“Um, hum,” Lithe said happily. 

“A date?” 
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"A very, very, most important date,” Lithe said. 
‘One of many I’ve had lately. 

“Oh,” Judy said. 

‘‘But it doesn’t have to spoil our httle snanging 

session tonight. I’m not leaving until quite late.” ^ 

‘‘He must be pretty important,” Judy said. ‘I ve 
never seen you quite so elated about a date. And 
you’ve been different lately, Lithe.” 

“HaveH” 

"Yes. More— more floaty or something. But it be- 
comes you.” 

Lithe’s eyes went dreamy and she looked vaguely to 
the ceiling. ‘‘Yes, it does.” 

‘‘Maybe you’re in love,” Judy offered. 

‘‘I know I am.” 

Judy leaned fonvard excitedly. “Are you really. 
Lithe? How wonderful.” 

‘‘Oh, it is. Sometime I'll tell you all about it but 
right now — for a little while, I want to keep it ail ' 
bottled up inside of me — not share it, not even ‘ssith 
you, Jude.” 

Judy nodded understandingly. “It’s nice to see 
someone gay. Dad’s been an old bear lately.” 

Lithe’s interest grew, “Really? That’s unusual, isn’t 
it?” 


“It certainly is. And I’m worried about him.” 

Lithe felt a glow for the intrigue that was hers; 'the 
astounding satisfaction she found in discussing Mark, 
her lover, with her best friend, who happened to be 
the lover’s daughter. It was almost too unbelievable 
she thought. Almost too glorious. 

Maybe he’s breaking up with Claudia,” Lithe 
suggested. 

Judy looked shocked, then said, “No. it could never 

be anything like that. Never.” ^'-omane^e. 

"Who knows, maybe he has a new girl.” 
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“jccz. Lithe,” Pete mumbled into her hair. “you’r< 
driving me crazy — being so close and everything. Anc 
tvhy the sudden attention? You’ve hardly noticed nii 
for months.” 

“You really don’t care what the reasons are, dc 
you?” she asked. She burrowed her breasts deeper intc 
his chest and felt him react with a sharp intake ol 
breath. 

As they danced to the comer of the room and piv 
oted, Lith saw Ron Barber ver)' close to Judy. Hi.' 
arm was about her shoulder. He whispered into hei 
ear then kissed lightly at her neck and car. She 
watched Judy laugh lightly and shift her position 
away from the boy. 

Lithe thrust her hips clo.ser to Pete, whose dancing 
step hesitated then went out of rhythm for a few sec- 
onds before he regained its easy glide. She remem- 
bered their double date the night of the play. She felt 
amusement at how she had now switched partners, 
made Pete the beneficiary of her charms and put Judy 
in the position of rebuking a new, older and more 
experienced boy. Thinking of it brought warmth to 
her and she clutched at the back of Pete’s neck. But, 
the warmth she felt. Lithe well knew, was only the 
warmth of preparation. And it was not for Pete or any 
boy. It was for Mark Corbin whom she teas to meet 
later. 

Lithe took several minutes to recall in minute 
detail the first act of love they had shared. .She remem- 
bered the feeling that had consumed her tchen she 
had soared then erupted for the first time in her life, 
finding at seventeen all that she had .sought for three 
years, achieving with a man all that had been merely a 
distant promi.se with dozens of adolc.scent lovers. 

Her body trembled. She shuddered andjmtllcd even 
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loser to Pete. She remained very still against him 
moment. Over Pete’s shoulder she saw Judy wit! 
Lon's arms, submitting to a long kiss. But her hai 
?ere against his chest in a cautious, guarded pose. 

Abruptly, Lithe broke away from Pete. 

“Hey,” he said thickly. 

“Hey, yourself,” she answered. “Come on, help 
n the kitchen." 

She hurried out of the living room, making a tv 
ircle around the couch so as not to disturb Ron c 
[udy. 

Following in the same path, Pete hurried aJ 
Lithe. • 

Lithe busied herself with ice cubes, glasses, i 
jinger ale, then reached high into a cupboard j 
withdrew a liquor bottle. 

“Hey, crazy,” Pete said. 

She mixed four strong drinks, then she and P 
returned to the other couple. 

Judy was standing by the record player and Li 
could see that her blouse was rumpled and m 
open at the breast. Lithe smiled. She knew that Rc 
searching fingers had been there. She knew, too, t 
Judy had resisted the touch. But Lithe wondered f 
much Ron had accomplished, how far he had b 
permitted in his roving. 

Lithe walked first to Judy. “Come on, no exci 
this time. You have to take a drink. Really, you 
A,fter all, graduation’s only a few weeks a-?vay. W( 
adults as much as we’ll ever be and a simple dr 
won’t kill us.” 

“I don’t think so,” Judy said. She smiled aveakh 
touch of sorroav in her eyes. 

Lithe leaned close to Judy’s ear and whisper 
‘Come on, Jude. Don’t be a prude. I made yours v 
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ow you,. Pete.” She raised his hand and sneake 
side her blouse and felt his fingers pinch hard at 
east. 

“Geezus,” he exclaimed. He clutched harder t 
rked her to him. 

Lithe opened her mouth and plunged all of 
ngue deeply bettveen Pete’s lips. She felt him j 
)ld her closer, stagger a bit, respond to her ton 
ith his otvn, then, half-forcing, half-falling, crum 
I the love seat pulling her dorvn with him. 

She brought her mouth free. Then, calmly 
aned back and undid all of the buttons of her bio 
id'unsnapped her bra. She pulled it from her bod; 
Pete groaned and lowered to the fleshy gift. 

Lithe locked her fingers into Pete’s hair and ard 
er breasts uprrard. She thought of Mark, how she 
oing this very thing for him — for herself, too, i 
leir great love — as she filled herself with grow 
assion. 

Pete yanked at the traistband of Lithe’s pa 
Geezus, Lithe, I can’t stand it any more. Take th 
amn tilings off. You’ve got them on all the ti 
itely.” 

She laughed and said, “Oh, no, Pete, Not for y 
uppy-boy. Not in your life. You’re only the — 
tiad — maybe just the cocktail.” 

Beivildered, he raised his head and looked at 1 
What?” 

She pushed a bit away from him. “I mean, pup 
ay, that you’re not the main dish.” 

"Stop calling me that, damn it,” he said angr 
Stop it and let me — please let me have you.” 

“Oh, no, baby. I’m not for you — not any more ti 
hat you’ve had.” 

“You did once,” he pleaded. 

She pushed up to a full sitting position, “And rv] 
84 




a mistake that was. You goofed. You i'-xe 

You could ttCTcr be a man. ’ 

Fiercely, he lunged at her. Ill •> 
man I am." He grabbed to pull Ucj. 
reached her breasts. He curleu. tC u-i. — 
allowed it. As Pete moved more despe~:e-v. 
frantically to ignite her. Lithe gave her atterr: 
Judy and Ron in the next room. She --■ 

heard a shuffle of movement tlren Judy's cuidt - 
of rejection. Lithe visualized Judy, qrdeidv rr:. 
terminedly, moving atvay from the panirrg 
Lithe knew that he had been imsuccessfu: hr h 
ductive attempts. 

She allowed Pete a fet\' more minutes plerrrrc- 
scooted down in the love seat in order to brustr fr; 
against his trembling body. Then, wber his =r 
ance seemed at an end, she pushed at bis short 
and jumped away. 

“Please — pleasel” he cried. “You itir: hrr= 
Lithe.” 

“I don’t have to do a thing,” she said cc'.dl-. 
looked at the door that led to the living rG»:rrr 1 


she smiled and said, “But maybe I Pere. I 
might let you have me again someday. yTarbe I '-dZ. 
Maybe I'm kind of saving you, Pete.” * 

She jumped up and quickly reclaimed and . 

ened her clothing. She tvalked into the limirr rJe— 
while Pete was still puUing himself upv.'srd fr'rr 
loveseat. ^ ' 


Ron and Judy were as she had exv^-med. 
a corner of the couch, crushed, a dik som- 
face. Judy ^vas in a chair oppo'-'te ' 
were m order. Her virginitv Lithe 
order Judy xvore a bright smile, n-- — 
with delight for the sad and ur-condr-'- 



So 



U*:-* . 
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chapter Nine 


It was dark at the pool except for the circle of 
light cast by the full moon. 

There was a splash. Then quiet. Then, a splashing 

noise again near the pool's end. 

Mark’s head broke above the water and he began an 
easy stroke toward the end of the pool. He heard 
Claudia swimming behind him. When his out- 
stretched hand struck the tile, he grasped it and 
waited, breathing deeply. In a moment Claudia glided 
next to him 

“Pretty good,” he said. “But not good enough.” 

■ It’s the story of my life,” she said, breathing hard. 
'Tm a bom loser.' 

"Going back, or up?’ he asked. 

"Up.” 

"Good. You save me from showing-off again.” 

He braced his hands at the top of the pool, boosted 
I himself upward and twisted his body to rest on the 
I edge. He reached doivn and hoisted Claudia up and 
! next to him. He watched as she snapped off her bath- 
I ing cap and shook her head, making the hair ends 
I glimmer. He felt, rather than saw, her good body 
' outlined in a low-cut, black swimsuit, and he remem- 
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chapter Nine 


It was dark at the pool except for the circle of 
ight cast by the full moon. 

There was a splash. Then quiet. Thea a splashing 
loise again near the pool's end. 

Mark’s head broke above the water and he began an 
asy stroke toward the end of the pool. He heard 
Dlaudia swimming behind him. When his out- 
tretched hand struck the tile, he grasped it and 
vaited, breathing deeply. In a moment Claudia glided 
text to him 

“Pretty good,” he said. “But not good enough.” 

■ It’s the story of my life,” she said, breathing hard. 
"I’m a bomioser.' 

‘‘Goingback, or up?' he asked. 

“Up.” 

“Good. You save me from showing-off again.” 

He braced his hands at the top of the pool, boosted 
himself upward and twisted his body to rest on the 
edge. He reached dotm and hoisted Claudia up and 
next to him. He watched as she snapped off her bath- 
ing cap and shook her head, making the hair ends 
glimmer. He felt, rather than saw, her good body 
outlined in a low-cut, black swimsuit, and he remem- 
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Chapter Niue 


It was dark at the pool except for the circle of 
light cast by the full moon. 

There was a splash. Then quiet. Then a splashing 
noise again near the pool’s end. 

Mark’s head broke above the water and he began an 
easy stroke toward the end of the pool. He heard 
Claudia swimming behind him. Wlien his out- 
stretched hand struck the tile, he grasped it and 
waited, breathing deeply. In a moment Claudia glided 
next to him 

"Pretty good,” he said. "But not good enough." 

■ It’s the stor)' of my life,” she said, breathing hard. 
'Tm a bomioser.’ 

"Going back, or up?’ he asked. 

"Up.” 

"Good. You save me from showing-off again.’ 

He braced his hands at the top of the pool, boosted 
himself upward and ttvisted his body to rest on the 
edge. He reached do^vn and hoisted Claudia up and 
next to him. He watched as she snapped off her bath- 
ing cap and shook her head, making Uic hair cud^ 
glimmer. He felt, rather than saw, her ,gnod ho 
outlined in a low-cut, black swimsuit, ... 
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bered Lithe’s bikini and thought of how sharply the 
garments contrasted, as did the women. Then he 
corrected his thinking, deciding that there was not, 
nor ever could be, a true comparison made between 
Lithe and Claudia. They were women apart and it 
was for that very reason that comparison was impossi- 
ble, One was not a woman, only a very young girl 
despite her worldliness, passion and responsiveness. 

“Are you considering a coronary after all the exer- 
cise?’’ Claudia said, turning and looking at him. 

“No,” he smiled. “At least I don't think so. Why?” 

“The somberness. The quiet. But then, I should be 
used to it by now,” 

“So^.” 

“Will you please stop saying that,” Claudia said 
irritably. “You use that word all the time lately — as if 
you’re in a constant state of apology for something.” 

“Oh, ’ he said. Then deliberately, “Sorry.” 

Claudia’s irritation disappeared before her 
laughter. 

Mark smiled, then placed his hands far behind his 
■back and stretched his waist and chest high, arching 
from his sitting position. 

“Bad day, today?” she asked. 

“The usual. Bad enough though, I suppose.” 

Claudia was quiet a second, then said, “Mark — 
truly. I’m concerned about you. Judy is, too.” 

"Judy?” Apprehension spiked the word. Quickly, 
he broke his arched position and looked at Claudia. 

“Yes,” Claudia replied. 

“What’s she concerned about?” Mark asked, feeling 
defensive and worried. 

“About your moodiness lately, Mark. And I’m 
concerned, too. Judy’s sure you’re ill. I’m beginning 
to tvonder about it myself.” 

He turned his head and looked down the length of 
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pool. “I'm not ill. Not at all. Ncitlicr oE yoii .--hould 
Tvony about me.” 

"Maybe we can’t help it. We botli love you. you 
know.” 

"I know." 

Purposely, Claudia turned her voice gay and said, 
"What about a drink?” 

"Words of wisdom,” he said. 

"Coming right up.” She jumped to her feet. 
"You’re robe's by the mats. Why don't you lie donm 
and take it easy?*' 

He smiled up at her. "Such solicitude.” 

"Sorry," she said 

"There you go apologizing again,” he said laugh- 
ing. 

She laughed, too, then walked quickly toivard the 
lighted patio at the back of her house. 

Mark watched her dark shadoiv move. When it 
merged with a patch of darkness it seemed as if she 
had truly vanished He wondered at the sadness he 
would know if ever Claudia did disappear from his 
life, leave it, and him, and Judy. It seemed impossible. 
And, unbearable. 

Again he stretched, then finally loivered to his back. 
The tile was cool on his rvet skin and he felt a slight 
chill. But he did not move. And he •wondered at his 
passivity, at the quietness that was with him as he 
svaited for Claudia. He could not determine if it was 
from comfort, from the security of her nearness, or, 
merely true fatigue. 

He thought of his opposite feelings ^<:hcn he ivas 
with Lithe Sutton. He remembered each strong drive, 
every muscle tensing when he was nakedly a part of 
her, 

Mark turned a bit to better listen for Claudia s 
hprirH no sound^'''vacrain tiiought of 


Lithe. , There %vas no recollection for the activity, of 
heir bodies together. There was only the heavy worry 
,ithe had begun to cause him. Only the • previous . 
ight, Mark, filled with logic but still in a state of 
aibivalence as to the drives of mind and body, at- 
impted again to end their relationship. He had been 
nsuccessful. Lithe, first tearfully proclaiming her 
)ve for him, then coldly threatening dangerous dis- 
losures to Judy, deterred him. But, only minutes 
Iter he joined in the resealing of their affair and its 
ature rvith more heated lovemaking. 

Yet, with it all, there was the worry for Lithe’s 
afluence over Judy, for the awesome ability Lithe 
,ad to return the girl to the dark shadows of emo- 
ional illness, Mark knew that it could be accom- 
•lished with only a few words. A simple review of his 
ffair M'ith Lithe would do the horrible task, would 
mdoubtedly place J udy where she had been before 
.ithe came on the scene. 

Mark shook his head. The mental image of his 
inhappy daughter was more than he could endure. 
Jut the image persisted and even took on more 
rightful dimension,s when he considered that Lithe 
ould even destroy friendship’s origin for Judy. All 
he had to do was tell Judy that she had never had a 
eal interest in her, that she had initiated their 
riendship for the sole purpose of getting to know the 
ather. And, Lithe was capable of such destruction. 

Mark pushed up, raised his knees and clasped them 
ightly with his arms. He waited another moment 
hen pushed to his feet. Slowly, he walked through the 
arkness toward the patio. He reached it just as 
llaudia came out of the house. She was dressed in a 
mg robe and carried a tray holding glasses and a 
mall silver shaker. 

“Just in time,” she said merrily. 
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“I sensed the impending glow o£ alcohol.” 

“Relax and sense it a little closer. Here." She 
handed him a glass. 

He took it, dien settled on the rubber mat tliat 
placed in the middle of tlie patio floor. In a moment, 
Claudia joined him, sitting on the same mat and close 
enough that their shoulders touched. 

The scent of her came to him as it always did, but, 
instead of creating expectations as it once did, it now 
produced memories of their many times together. 
And they tvere happy times, Mark thought. Then he 
wondered w’hy he thought of them in the past tense. 

Claudia and Mark were very quiet as they drank. 
The night tras -warm. Their place on the patio had 
become partly touched with the light from the moon, 
centering them in a half-shadow. 

Mark put his empty glass dotm just as Claudia 
turned her head. Their faces brushed lightly. They 
both smiled, then kissed slowly, only their mouths 
meeting as their bodies remained parted and re- 
strained They separated, smiled again, then word- 
lessly, each taking a signal from the other’s expression 
tliey undressed. Mark shoved his trunks to his feet 
and kicked them away from him. Claudia released the 
belt of her robe and let it fall at her feet. She tvas 
nude. 

A shyness came to her and she said softly, "I svas 
afraid I was just being optimistic. It’s — it’s been a 
long time, Mark.” 

For an answer he took her in his arms, pulled her 
close and lengthened himself against her as her body 
extended to meet him. 

They kissed again, more fervently this time as their-" 
bodies curled and VTapped to each other. ^ 

Claudia moved back and K 
all of them deeply imbeddc 

91 





chapter Ten 


- Lithe’s heels clicked on the tiled floor of the 
empty lobby. She felt a breathlessness at’her chest and 
knew that it "was not only from her hurried pace to 
Mark’s office building. It was from a new excitement 
that had been brought to her. It originated ivith 
Mark’s phone call — reckless in midafternoon tvhen 
her mother could have been home. But, that 
recklessness had tlirilled her as much as his request to 
see her as soon as possible. Although his voice had 
been stern, Lithe knew that he was only trying to deny 
the urgency of need he felt for her. And she felt the 
same need, had felt it for the several days since she had 
last been with him. 

Midway across the lobby she forced herself to t 
slower pace. She wanted to bring a semblance o 
calmness to her body before she arrived at Mark’ 
office. Her heart skipped a beat, thinking that she on! 
tvanted quiet about her so that it could be disrupte( 
made wild and flinging by the strong lust of her love 
She paused before the bank of elevators and si 
looked around. There was no one in sight. At h 
right she saw the large glass window of a travel agen) 
then next to it the windotv of a smart men's shop. 
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“Yei I am,” she answered. "How nice cn . r 

remember." 

"Ah, it’s nothing. We get kinda trained to r-ecn.e 
and the floors they go to. Especially at night-— not too 
many visitors at night. Will you sign the night reg- 
ister, please. Miss?” the old man asked. 

"Certainly. Sorry, I always forget.” Lithe moved to 
the large, open book that was placed upon a high stool 
next to the operator. She bent over and signed it. 
"Thanks, Miss," he said. 

"Of course.” 

Lithe smiled as the doors slid shut and the floor 
jerked slightly as they began their upward moveroent. 
She thought of height, how some people feared it and 
how she welcomed it, especially the height of love she 
knew with Mark. She felt her nipples harden and 
extend as if they had met a sudden chill. But there was 
no chill. There ivas heat, a sensual inferno of heat at 
her thighs. 
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walked toward Mm, "My. but this is a professic 
trreetinG;. You make me feel like a client. 

She tvatched his face for _ change, for sc 
amusement or joy or the old desire to to it. 
there ivas only the darkness of him, his burning e 
the steady, severe expression of his face. 

Lithe ignored the chair and ivalked aroima 
desk. She stopped before Mark, reached up . 
straightened his tie, then let her hands rest gently 
his chest. 

“Sit down, Lithe,” he said again. 

“Darling — you’re so — so cross. What's the matte 

“Sit doivn.” 


Lithe tvithdrew her hands. Something in his t 
made her hesitate. Again, her mind raced, seeking 
clue to Mark's quiet anger — for the difference i 
had come to him since the time of his telephone < 
Then, she wondered if perhaps anger, not pass 
had motivated the call. 

She turned, walked back to the chair, and sat do 
Mark settled behind his desk and swiveled aroTini 
that he faced her. Again, Lithe had the memor 
sitting at her high school connselo/s desk- She v 
dered why this insisted upon intruding' r -w - hsr i 
ent like an obscure ghost bent nnoi: pa.st erterier 
Put then it was forgotten zx an eTan. mere: na: 


memory came to her fm snann rnnne hir n 
There had been another dern hn hen irre. Hsr Srh 
And she recalled sitting at zt tu nhnln? there. 
then one day, the desk vrar stoe. The fEzner 
'The happiness v/as gone. And Lithe could n 
identify the confinjon tnat zolloived: the constant 
moving, new schools, neyr children, neve stepfathers. 

Mark laced his fmgers te^ether in front of his waist 
He remained silent. 
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Lithe felt an urge to hurry and speak, stop whatever 
lorrible thing k was that Mark was about to say. But 
aution stayed her, made her remain quiet. 

There was a slight tremor in Mark’s voice when he 
;aid, "Lithe — this — our affair has ended. It’s over.” 

Lithe felt relieved. She had already heard the same 
Lhing from him before and always, before their time 
together %vas over, there had been an abrupt end made 
to his resolves and a nerv, stronger bond established 
beftveen them. 

She smiled, leaned forward, and was about to speak 
when Mark said, "What you've been doing to Judy is 
rotten and filthy — the most despicable thing imagina- 
ble. What I’ve been a part of rvith you is the same 
thing.” 

Lithe felt an instant’s shock. But she recovered 
quickly. Her eyebrows arched high in feigned won- 
der. "What I've been doing to Judy?” 

"Yes,” 

Lithe remembered the clash of her body mth Judy 
and rvondered if perhaps Mark had learned of the 
event, if it was this that had created his new determi- 
nation to end their love affair. 

Somewhat indignantly, she said, "I’ve done nothing 
to Judy.” 

Mark shook his head, "Maybe the worst part of it is 
that you don’t realize what it is that you are doing.” 
He paused, looked more closely at her and shook his 
head sadly. 

Lithe edged forward on the chair. Her skirt hiked 
several inches above her knees. She hoped Mark no- 
ticed them. 

He did. Then quickly looked into her eyes again, 
shouting a new denunciation. "Why couldn’t you just 
leave Judy alone? Why has it been so goddamn im- 
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portant to make her like you— turn her into the same | 

kind of little slut that you are?” _ j 

Lithe felt a chUl. This was the first real obscenity j 

she had ever heard from Mark. And it had been di- j 

rectedather. „ 

‘Tve done nothing,” she said. “I haven’t — 

"Stop denying it,” Mark shouted. He leaned for- 
ward, ^pped his knees as if in a determined effort to 
keep his body from leaping at her with a vengeance 
that could destroy. 

Lithe’s legs began to tremble. To keep it from 
growth and claiming her entire body, she settled back 
into the chair. 

“Listen to me, Lithe,” Mark said, more calmly, but 
still filled ivith bitterness. "Listen to me very well and 
never forget it. You leave Judy alone. Leave her alone 
or I’ll — I’ll — ” His sentence broke off as if its end was 
to be a commitment that was too frightening for him 
to consider. 

Lithe took it to mean indecision, “Mark — darling, 
aren’t you being rather — ” 


"Shut up,” he interrupted. "Don’t lie — don’t deny 
ivhat you’ve been doing. I know the whole story. The 
whole rotten, filthy, stinking, miserable story." 

“IVTiat story?” she asked quietly. 


He breathed deeply, as if he were seeking to rid his 
chest of pain, then he said, “I had a telephone call. It 
tvas from the father of one of your friends — one of the 
kids who was at the park with you the other night,” 
He paused. A half-smile, bitter and hard, cracked at 
the comers of his mouth. “This man was pretty upset 
about y'ou kids. Thought I should know about the— 
about the nude bathing you and my daughter and the 

IbltZ “• I know 

about the dnnkmg, too, and about the-the heavy 
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petting that was going on. About you fiat on your 
back on tlie beach with a boy— both of you naked and 
—and heaven knows how Judy was involved— how 
much involved she is by now with someone and — 

“Darling," Lithe drawled, a smile of satisfaction 
brightening her features. “You’re jealous — ^but dar- 
"ng, there’s no need for you to be jealous — I only use 
tie boys to — ” 

“Will you please shut up and understand what I'm 
rying to tell you — understand that you have to leave 
udy alone — ^understand what you don’t seem to be 
ble to get through that sex-filled head. That we’re 
hrough — that it never should have started and that I 
urse the day it did. That I’m even more to blame 
han you — that I’m rotten and filthy and rvrong but at 
east my part in this insanity is over, I mean itl And if 
ou ever influence Judy — push her toward anything 
gain — well, don’t, Lithe. Just don’t.’’ 

She felt a flush of heat and it was different than the 
amiliar heat of love and readiness. Her flush was of 
ear. Terror clutched her heart, stabbed hard at the 
ealbation that Mark was sincere and not to be de- 
erred. And, because she was afraid, because loss was 
lear, anger came to her as a defensive shield to stop 
•ejection and sorrow, balance it, then reverse it in an 
ittack of her own. 

She jumped up from the chair and shouted, "Don’t 
vorry about Judy. She’s still the precious little virgin 
ou raised her to be — ^still precious and sweet and 
intouched by human — ’’ She stopped, rejected vul- 
arity, then lower and more intensely continued, "No, 
udy hasn't been had yet. Not yet. Believe me, I’d be 
tie first to know — so while you’ve been having your 
icks with me she’s followed your motto of purity. Oh, 
Jeezus, how funny you are.’’ 

Lithe saw a few lines smooth away from Mark’s 
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worried brow. She knew that until char 
— ^untii she had told him — Maik tac. cn-:- - 
about Judy, A feeling of confidence csrre tc ^ 
impending shock of loss that she hact a a 
moments before rvas gone. And^ as dozens c~ tncnn 
raced through her mind it became dear to ner cz 


she need not lose Mark — that she would, ncn I-zse ncm 
and all he had brought to her life- She sic nfrm- 
phant 

More calmly, as if he tvanted to undo the damage of 
anger, Mark said, “Lithe — yon can hare a good life — 
the kind you should have with a hoy vdro- vdH- love 
you. All of this can be forgotten — can he lefi: hehfnd 
and you can be — 

“Don’t talk hearts and fiowers tc me.’*' she said 
suddenly desiring nothing so cnch as to stop hd 
o£ solicitous words. Then^ her new of con- 

fidence made her move. She vnllced cicse In iLirh.. 
looked up at him and smiled,, vvfde and semiar Ent 
with a new curl of cruelty in heresorersihn., 

“You’re not quitting me uke thik,: MfirE;’’ sire said 
Its not that ea^. Fm ycurs.. T shvsvf: -yUl be 
your mistress until you’re me d'd ro.hare.drr^ ~ 

She looked into his eyes another momennand.-a^rr 
the new’ fear bom. The^. she turned' and wrU .-i-j-i} "ti- 
the office. 
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Chapter Eleven 


As soon as he sat down in the I 
his throat tighten and restrict hi 
ed by the Juvenile Delinquency 
wondering about the urgent ca 
ton at once. Mark breathed ( 
tness did not leave him. It wa 
V, by apprehension caused by th< 
;?.o£his client only an hour earlier 
settled more deeply into th' 
* soorier attained a lessenir 
the door at the end of 
Then he stood up as he 
Baxton approaching. 

Sello, Mark. Good of 
y," Baxton said, 
hey shook hands and M 
e on Baxton 's face. .;i 

Jlad to come right ov<y 
ling's wrong with the c;,. 

2 — ^well, upset.” 5 : 

axton looked at Mark aiv 
)lace behind the desk an 
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IVtXtfiii ffliiiKcd it( ittfi i((ndiii itvcidiuv; tv'\ ;u 
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M;itk dirw nioir rvv»t in ids ( liidv, "1('« Im s'kh ' 
rfiiv./iodici llihiKnn \v(nK. is (liiii il?" 

"Ych" lit' hltdh'd hfiudly. ilr liiitini Ith f,?; 
"'/(.(■‘ff- dititd'isrd iioin thi' iurntini licffiittc. i>l 
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for you to be associated ivdth JD, Mark.” He shook his 
head in an unbelieving gesture. 

The full force of his guilt struck Mark now and 
t^visted his insides into a tight ball of shame and re- 
gret. He was very quiet for what seemed like a long 
time. Arid Baxton was quiet, too, as if he had also 
endured some of the very shock and shame that Mark 
felt. 

Finally, Mark looked across the desk at the older 
man and said, "I’m — I’m not involved now." 

“But you were?.’’ 

"Yes.” 

“I’m sorry, Mark.” 

"Yes. I’m sorry, too. Mister Baxton.” 

“You see, Mark, even if the story were totally false 
— even if it was an elaborate fantasy of the girl’s — 
even if she — ” 

"The girl,” Mark interrupted. "She told you? Lithe 
Sutton said something to you?'’ 

He nodded. “She called on me. She had quite a bit 
to say. That she was seduced by you, that you’ve 
forced her to continue an affair.” He shook his head 
again. “I understand she’s your daughter’s best friend 
and — Oh, damn it, Mark, why in the hell did it have 
to happen?” 

“I — ^I don’t knoAV,” he ansivered. “Perhaps if I 
explained, you — ” 

"No, Mark. Really, I don’t want to know the de- 
tails. Perhaps the story isn’t entirely accurate — as a 
matter of fact, I doubt tliat it is — ^but you don’t deny 
that you’ve had an affair with the girl,” 

“No, I don’t deny it.” 

Baxton raised his hands helplessly then let them 
drop to the desk. "So — there’s nothing we can do, 
Mark. It’s a damn shame. And I know how much tire 
account has meant to you. And certainly not because 
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The thought .oE his daughter brought the tightness 
to his chest a^in. He thought of the audacity ol 
Lithe’s call upon Baxton. Then he 'svondered if she 
had already told Judy— or planned to tell her, in s 
distofted.manner, of their affair. But Mark knew, too^ 
that distortion was not necessary. The truth alone 
could be shattering to Judy. Then he topped think- 
ing about it. It was too grotesque, too threatening foi 
him to even consider. 

As if motion would subdue thought, the gross 
worry, he turned and joined the cro'wd hurrying along 
the sidewalk. He stopped at the corner, glanced 
around, then entered a small bar. 

Inside, Mark accustomed his eyes to the dark, then 
moved to the far end of the bar and slid onto a stool, 
He looked around, saw people at the bar, at the tables 
behind him, all of them in the dark. 

Listlessly, the .bartender took his . order then 
brought him a double-scotch. Mark mixed it in the 
tall glass of water, spilling a bit of it over the side o] 
the shot glass. 

"Pretty wasteful there, friend,” a nearby girl's voice 
said. 

“Yes,” Mark answered without looking at her. He 
took half of the drink in a long swallow. 

"So, even when you get a generous sized drink it’s 
rvasted an-juvay,” the voice continued. 

Mark looked down the bar to the girl who was 
seated two empty spaces away from him. He was as- 
tonished by her youthfulness and bewildered by hei 
voice which ^vas low and husky, decades more mature 
than her appearance. It seemed impossible that the 
voice belonged to the girl and for a moment he had 
the most fantastic notion that perhaps some trick had 
been played upon him. Or, -that he had tricked him- 
self by associating the voice tvith the.girl. 
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looking for the same thing today. If we are, well, I 
have a place of my ovm. I’m kind of— well, between 
things right how and I'm no,t as expensive as usual 

and—” . ■ , • 

- “Hotv oid are you?” Mark asked suddenly. 

She. registered surprise, then glanced dotvn the bar. 
She tuimed to Mark and said, “Old enough.” 

, “How old?”. 

“You a cop?” 

“No.” ' . 

She looked behind her, then said, “Is this important 
— ^hotv old I amj I mean?” 

“Not really.” ■ 

She deliberated a moment, then very slowly and 
smiling rvide and suddenly very hungrily, she said, 
“I’m eighteen. You should like that. All the middle- 
aged ones seem to like the young ones.” . 

Mark took a very long gulp of his drink, tlien he 
said, “Not this one.” 

“Wanta bet?” 

“No. You’d lose.” 

“I could be mighty nice to you.” 

“No doubt. But no thanks.” 

She put her hand on his forearm and pressured with 
her fingers. “Please. I feel as if this would be some- 
thing more than business tonight.” 

“No thanks.” 

The fingers crept low’er, touching the softness of his 
thigh. "Are you sure?” 

“Very sure.” 

She withdrew her hand and moved back a few 
inches. Then, despondently, but from a despondence 
that Mark knew would only last until she met the 
next man, she said, “Okay. If that’s the way you "want 
it.” 

She turned and walked down the length of bar to 
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the door, her hips s^v'aying, beckoning, crying 


of ne( 


and sorrow. 


Mark watched her leave. Then he 
drink, tendering what desire had prompted his ato 
with Lithe, that had been absent ivith others, wh 
strange, tivisted thing was it that tossed him into tf 
lelirium of an affair -with her. 

He ordered another drink and drank it quickly. 

By six o’clock the bar had become very crowde 

•t ^ *_ J 1 lr»T»rrT^-i”n rr 1-all'iri 


ny six O Ciuv-K UUC um ; - - 

and people jammed behind Mark, laughing, tall^ 

T - film tr\ rrra H thei 


and reaching their hands past him to grab . 
drinks. Fuzziness had formed about Mark's thinkinj 
as if all thoughts he created were purposely unclear s 
that he could not dwell at length upon them. 

The bar, the people, the drinks, suddenly becam 
unbearable. Mark arose and pushed away from th 
barstool. Immediately, his seat -was taken by an eno 
mous man. Mark moved a few feet away and woi 
dered how the man would ever manage the small stoc 
— or — better, how could the stool manage the mai 
Mark laughed and noticed that he ivas unsteady on h 
feet. 

He squeezed through the standing customers an 
iralked to the ivashroom. When he came out he felt 
fresher and headed out the front door. 

He decided that delay only made things more 
difficult. So, he walked in the direction of his office, 
prepared to do the things that were necessary fo end 
his responsibility for the JD account. 

The yellow light above the bank of elei'atora 
si^ihed that a slow descent ivas being made from the 
nitieth floor. He turned and saw one of the porters 

pushing a cart into the freight elector. He moved to 
It and joined the man. c mo v ea lo 

At his office door he fumbled with his 

cursed himself for being so duiSy 
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fairiiUar, Then he wondered i£ it tvas that way with 
people, too. And he recalled that he had become self- 
conscious and clumsy with Judy and Claudia; the best 
known, most loved people of his life. 

. He pushed open the door, clicked the light switch 
and waited as the fluorescent brightness sparked alive. 
Then he walked. to his office and went immediately to 
his desk. He clicked the single desk light on and sat 
down,, thinking that it seemed right that he should, 
work alone in his office, solemn and unhappy, desti- 
tute of meaningful work. 

When he reached for some papers high on the desk 
he again felt fuzzy and knew that it was from his eyes, . 
from looking past the light to the far, dark wall of the 
office. For a moment he stared, feeling as if he were 
looking directly into the lens of a motion picture 
machine, blinded by it but in some extraordinary way 
also seeing the figure on the screen. And the figure 
moved, stood up from the couch and came closer. 

It was Lithe. 

Mark’s body stiffened, then slackened back into his 
chair. When she stopped in front of his desk, he glared 
at her. “How the hell did you get here?” 

She smiled. But he noticed that it tras different, as if 
the eyes were tormented. 

"Simple, darling," she said. “A nice, old man tvith 
beautiful suspenders used a pass key for me.” Lithe 
leaned forward. Mark saw the flesh of her breasts, 
bulge above the blouse’s neckline. For a moment, it 
seemed to him that her breasts were smaller, as if they 
had lost their bloat of passion. But her mouth, its 
vividness made pale by the desk light, was wide and 
more hungry looking than Mark thought it possible 
for a mouth to be. 

She peeped her tongue from bettveen her lips, 
whisked it back and forth a moment, then withdretv it 
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nd said, "What’s the matter, darling? You don’t seer 

no? he answered wearily. yUcohol crowda 
dthin his body and his voice sounded strange to hm 
;or he had expected all of his anger to boil and chang 

he sounds of his words. , t. j -u 

Lithe straightened. “You look as if you ve had a bat 


lay, darling.’’ , , , n i . 

"I have. As you probably damn well know. 

Suddenly, he stood up and braced his hands on th( 
iesk top. "As you goddamn well do know. Just as yoi 
know that you’re not suppose to be here — that I don’ 
want you here — that you’re out of my life. So you car 
turn around and get the devil out of my office.’’ 

Her shoulders squared a little as if she physical!] 
felt the words and the hurt they caused. 

He moved around the desk and went quickly to tht 
door. He switched on the overhead lights. But th( 
only change that the full light brought to Lithe was tc 
outline her body in very sharp detail. 

She turned and faced Mark. “I guess you must havt 
had a talk with Mister Baxton today.’’ 

"^Vhat you guess doesn’t mean a damn to me.’’ 

"How sad,’’ she said seductively. She moved a few 
steps in his direction. 


•> pushed the office door open more widely. 
\ou re headed the right way. Just keep going.” 

She seemed to ignore his words. Then she stopped 
and her expression changed, went dark and mean. ' 

“Don't put on a cold act with me, Mark,” she said. 
Don t try it. If you saw Baxton-and I know you did 

mg of what I can do to you, Mark. To you and Tudv 
and-and everyone who has anything to do with you " 
„ha, you do* any more'j« 



Her eyes changed, went from sadness to anger to 
fear. She hurried aicfoss the room and stopped inches 
from him. 

“Stop it, Mark. Stop it, darling. Don’t say those 
things-^on’t shut doors that we can’t open again. I 
can’t stand it — that tone of voice — as if I’m nothing to 
you— as if you’re leaving me — deserting me — ” 

“I’ve already left you. Lithe,’’ he said. "And you’re 
leaving, too.- Now.’’ He pointed to the door. . 

“No, no, please, Mark,’’ she pleaded. “You can’t just 
leave me. Desert mel” The words choked in her throat 
and she stopped, as if some long ago memory had 
come to her—a memory of equal sadness and fright. 

Her sudden emphasis of the word “desert,’’ the way 
it choked her and made her eyes go wide, made Mark 
remember stories of the girl’s life, how her father had 
vanished tvhen she was very yotmg. He tvondered if 
this had been beginning of trouble for her. 

Softer, and much more kindly, Mark said, "Just 
leave, Lithe.” 

Her body seemed to grow taller: shoulders squar- 
ing, breasts pushing forward, arms outstretched at her 
side with fingers knotted into small, mad fists. 

"No,” she spat angrily. She breathed deeply, then in 
a carefully controlled tone that brought all the ^vant- 
ing to her words again, she said, "You don’t mean it, 
Mark. You can't mean it because you can’t do Avithout 
me now that you’ve had me.” She paused, “And it can 
be so simple-^so nice for us.” A pause again, then 
more desperately, “You can even marry Claudia — ^and 
— and I can go on being Judy’s friend. Don’t you see 
how simple and nice and beautiful it can be for us?” 

Mark felt sickness at the pit of his stomach and a 
taste of liquor came to his mouth again. But the re- 
vulsion tvas not alone for Lithe. It rvas for himself, for, 
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even as she suggested and pushed for “ 
intrigue, he' knew that it was no different— indeed, 
””Se same intrigue that he had already helped 

^^He’took the single step toward her, then, solicit- 
ously, touched at her elbow to lead her out or the 


She shook his hand loose and yelled horribly, “No, 
goddamn it— it’s not this easy for you it s not going 
to be this easy for you to leave me again.” 

"Again?” he asked bewilderedly. "Again?” He 
searched her eyes for some clue to her subconscious 
meaning. But there was nothing that he could see, 
nothing that he could hope to understand. And, if 
the sudden slip had interrupted Lithe, made her re- 
call a fragment of the past, she disclaimed it with her 
hot and angry eyes, her excited breathing, the wan- 
tonness of her body. 

She threw herself against Mark and grasped at his 
shoulders. He hesitated, then pushed at her forearms,* 
disentangling her for a moment. But immediately she 
dashed herself to him again. Now, there was no cling- 
ing, There was only the strong, deliberate attempt at 
creating excitement, using her body as an implement 
of promise and thrill so as to thwart Mark’s rejection. 

Feverishly, her hands slipped inside his jacket, then 
nithin his shirt to rub and touch at his chest, madly, 
as if touch alone would keep them together, keep alive 
meir relationship. She thrust her hips to his body, 
■^raiting it seemed, for her heat to 
reach him, fire him, move him to a violent taking of 
her. 


Mark felt her touch, momentarily mixed it with 

him and re- 

membered what it had been like with them: their 
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crush of bodies, their steam, their slotv" experimenta- 
tion of new tediniques, new ways to achieve greater 
heat 

He stepped back from her hot hands and bent 
slightly to look into her eyes as he gripped her fore- 
arms and held her arvay frorh him. 

"Stop it. Lithe/’ he said. "Stop it — stop this — ^this 
horrible ^vaste of yourself.” 

"No, no, no, — ^no!” She pushed hard against his 
hands like a resistant football guard. 

"Stopitl” 

Her body relaxed a bit. She stepped back. Then, 
because she recognized the failure of her body to 
arouse him, she looked for another means. She 
grabbed at her blouse and pulled it apart as the cloth 
tore and buttons ripped away from the material. 
Then she yanked her bra away and let it fall beneath 
her suddenly popping breasts. 

She lifted her heavy breasts, cupping them and 
presenting them tvith upturned palms. She took a step 
toward Mark, then said, "You can’t quit me, Mark, 
because you can’t do wthout me — ^^vithout this.” She 
squeezed and thrusted and her nipples extended to 
greater length. Although she breathed hea%ily her 
breath seemed to catch in her throat as if stifled by 
ne%v, exciting thoughts. 

"Lithe, Lithe, Lithe, don’t do this to yourself,” 
Mark said, shaking his head slowly from side to side. 

“To myself?” She stopped, then, puzzled, said again, 
"Myself?" 

“Don’t, Lithe.” 

. "But nothing’s for just myself, darling, everything 
is for you— ^for us.” Madly, she flung herself to him 
again. 

Mark remained unmordng, testing rvhether or not 
her bare breasts stabbing at his chest, her tvarm thighs 
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upward to grip at his lakr m ‘ 

find him. Hef mib dau-ed h ^^^rchino 

ler fingers around the ImhJ 

‘^^‘■Uihe a strained ber he 

^f3Tk leaped l bar. 

■ «®r wu ia- fonvard, atchi 

■”PH »n fan* aaJ remained qu-:. 

"n n ' ‘ ‘°“' P“«™ c 

'"%andsfo:.-?T -t, - 

shudder. He fap'V;'; eyes and it r~~r. 

,2 fo 50=:-' 

j. “fie would ev-~ posftd-^' — ' 

bold he-t--r: 


go to her, lift her to her feet and force health to her 
with wor^ of kindness; But he knew he could not. A 
touch to Lithe now would mean other things. So, he 
only waited silently for some move from Lithe that 
would mark the end of the hysteria — the end of their 
. relationship. 

At last, an eternity for Mark while he stared at her. 
Lithe crumbled her body to a sitting position. Then 
she arose and stood very straight. She adjusted her 
clothing and walked to the couch and snatched up her 
stole.. She tossed it around her shoulders and walked 
to the door. 

For a moment it seemed that she would leave with- 
out another word. But that moment passed. Mark 
wished it had not. She turned and looked at him. 
Now, there was no bewilderment in her eyes. They 
blazed with full-blotvn hate. 

“I can’t really be left behind again,” she said, "And 
I won’t be. Not without first making you so sorry 
you’ll wish you were dead.” She hesitated, looked at 
him once more, and turned. Then she was gone. 

S; Mark stared at the empty doorway, still feeling the 
awful loathing of her eyes. It seemed he would never 
be able to forget it. 
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Chapter Twelve 


Only the night lights sho%vn in the large ivit 
do^v' of the beauty salon as Mark %valked totvard th 
front entrance. A single sketch of a tvoman’s hea 
backed by plush orange draperies tvas the only tvii 
dow adornment. In its simplicity it seemed exclusive 
rich. 

The carpeted foyer v.'as dark. Mark paused ar 
caught all the chemical scents then he turned ai 
walked into the room and to the small, lighted office 
the side. 

Claudia was bent over an enormous ledger bo( 
Her hair was slightly ruffled and dark framed glas 
■\vere perched on the tip of her nose. 

She looked up as Mark entered. 

“Hi,” he said wearily. 

“Hello, Mark,” Claudia ansreered solemnly, S 
closed the book. 

“Closing the ledger, eh?” he asked. 

“For now.” 

"Not to be reopened?” 
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She hesitated, then said, “I don’t know.” 

He walked to the chair next to her small desk and 
let his body sag tiredly into its patterned fullness. He 
watched Claudia as she removed her glasses and he 
noticed that there was pinkness at her eyes. He •won- 
dered if it was from the effect of the seldom worn 
glasses. 

“Thanks for seeing me,” he said. 

"Your call kind of hooked me, you know.” She 
paused and forced a smile, then said, “After all, what 
girl could resist that kind of an opening — ^you tell me 
you're a cheat and that we’re through then say you’ll 
come over and tell me all about it.” 

Mark laughed sadly and said, “Sorry. It was a little 
blunt, I guess. But it seemed the best way.” 

She leaned forward. “What are you sorry about, 
Mark?” 

“It’s a long — very sad — very distasteful, disgusting 
story, but I don’t want another day to pass without 
telling you everything I’ve been involved in — all the 
dirt — ^all the smut and perverse — ” 

“You don’t have to tell me,” she interrupted. She 
looked away from him. 

"Yes, I do. You deserve to know.” 

“It’s not necessary, Mark. I — I already know. Every- 
thing. Lithe Sutton paid me a call this afternoon.” 

His body seemed to shrivel and sink lower into the 
cushions of the chair. 

She turned her head quickly and looked at him 
again. “So you see, you don’t have any explaining to 
do, Mark. None at all. It’s all been told and to go over 
it again — to review it — ^well, it would just be cruel 
and a Kttle sadistic, I think.” 

Yes, it would,” he said, his voice very low, coming 
it seemed, from the lowest depths of tlie chair rather 
than from his throat. 
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Claudia smiled wanly and El&rt::^5:iS5^cntrh-?. 
it brought a little better feeling to j-fzfh.. Hit 5Vc 
went from Claudia’s face to her ronncec rr£s;?r-:Hr- 
ing outu'ard in a thin blouse and it tv'as net- cEose ±r 
unhappiness as he remembered the touch of ihertzui 
thought tliat he would never loiow that dosens; cc 


Claudia again. 

"I’m glad that you wanted to tell me, M~r ^ 
Claudia said. “I’m glad that you’re not trying to 70:=- 
tifj' what you did— even rationalize it— I’m glad tiat 
you thought enough of me to come and tell me rvith- 
out knowing that Lithe had already been here.’’ 

"I toew that she might see you,’’ he said honestly 

Claudia’s body tensed and she leaned -t 
Vou mean vou haven’t jeaned fonrari 

To be ,eiU. her, 

«mg the friendship ,c,co„ta”“ ’’ 

Lithe, she'd proba^^^f,^ L'x break 
Mton,U,esaa.ethine4uirt:-,f “ 1 ^ the 

"fe, I too, tvhat 

^ GanSia said, nod- 

And beside: \r~~ir 

' en With all that ^ ^ * - 

. sues Gnnn.^: - — .irrf 

Jthe WQ^’t T_ ® ^ ^ireatxr. | 


unbelievingly shook his head and said, “Geezus — 
what a mess.” 

Claudia nodded again, then as if the full impact of 
all that had happened suddenly: came, to her she 
clutched her fists and brought them to her mouth. 
Her body shook. Then she jumped up and slammed 
one hand do^vn on her desk and cried, “Oh, Mark — 
how could you? How could you become so infatuated 
— ^so ridiculous— oh, god but I feel miserable.” She 
spread her hands on the desk and looked downward. 

Mark pushed up from the chair and took three long 
strides to Claudia. He took her by the shoulders and 
tried to turn her from the head-bent, shoulder- 
slumped position of despair she had attained. 

“Please, Mark, don’t,” she said without looking at 
him. 

“Claudia — if — if you could just try and — ” 

“I don’t think I can. I want to — believe me, I do. I 
want to imderstand and be the most liberal, open- 
minded woman in the world, and I want to overlook 
what you’ve done — to me and to Judy — even forget 
what you’ve done to that poor, wetched girl. Lithe. I 
want to, but — ” 

“Claudia, look at me,” he said. He pressured at her 
shoulders and turned her to face him. 

Tears gathered and veiled her eyes then spilled 
from the corners and ran a ragged line down her 
cheeks. But she faced him fully and, to Mark, it 
seemed noble and brave that she could look at him, 
unashamed of the tears that he had created. 

Claudia — don’t have any excuse. I won't give any 
or make up a lot of reasons for what’s happened. But - 
you must know — ^you can’t help knowing that I love 
you — that I want you — that I always have, and always 
will.” 
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She louvered her eves then, sni ~sy sore:" 
know it, Mark, but I don’t knowff :: help? err 
Mark released his bold on her. His herds i 
helplessly to his side. "And there’s rr±irr I 
There’s no my I can convince pr.~ He sme 
more, then stopped. He, too, lowered his e-s 
matched Claudia's expression of sorrowtnl p-fv^: 

Very soon, Mark raised his head. Then, 
looking again at Claudia he svalked to the d 
paused, thinking how tragedy altvays require 
whether it tvas meant for another momer 
suffering or to prevent the next moment tha 
finalize all of the previous regret. He tun 
looked at Claudia. She was stanriina pr^rf- 



and their , mouths met in a long, hard kiss, made har- 
der than ever before because of the threat of recent 
parting. . - • . - 

Finally, still jammed together they moved the few 
steps to a chair. Then, with a gasp of desire that broke 
their kiss Mark lowered Claudia to the deep cushions. 

They met swiftly, unmindful of clothing— hating 
it' but too mad with desire to lose time throwing it 
from their bodies. 

With his knees braced on the chair's edge, tvith 
Claudia’s body thrashing upward, ever higher in its 
reaching for him, Mark poured himself to the love of 
Claudia, to the forgetting of one and the reacceptance 
of another in a love that was mature and true and 
lasting. 

And, as their bodies grew more frantic, as their 
hands implored and grasped and knotted in fists made 
tight by lust’s approaching end, Mark felt a new 
height of love, one previously- unattainable but notv 
ready for his taking. And he knew it was because of a 
deep love between them. 

The sound of Claudia's cries screeched in Mark’s 
ears, shot through his brain as they grew louder and 
more piercing and mixed with his otvn heavy gasp as 
they arrived, paused, then dashed their bodies to- 
gether in a final, happy effort of body freedom and the 
release it caused. 

It was very late when they left Claudia’s office. As if 
to seal again all that had been decided bettveen them, 
nakedly and more slowly, their bodies had come to- 
gether again in a less desperate, more painstaking and 
practised manner. If was then that they both knew 
that their love had survived and was meant to be 
everlasting. ■ 
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that it was exactly the time she had asked Pete Hob- 
son to call upon her. She smiled. She knew he would 
not be late. Then she wondered what the precise 
reason was for her urgent call to Pete, the call she had 
made from her own room only minutes after her 
mother’s announcement. She had felt a frantic urge to 
have Pete with her, to be alone with him until it was 
time for Judy Corbin to visit in the evening. Lithe 
thought about it, felt again the same urgency, the 
same desire, and, though her reasons were still unclear 
she knew that she would soon know her true reason 
for seeing Pete, that she would know what she tvanted 
from him. She was about to turn from the tvindow 
when she saw Pete’s old car come into view. She 
watched as it jolted to a halt in front of the house. 

Lithe smiled again and remained very quiet as a 
new thought came to her. a thought that clearly indi- 
cated the previously hidden reasons for her wish to be 
with Pete Hobson. It was all very clear to her now. 
Very clear. She was glad. She had needed Pete in order 
to fulfill her demon desire for revenge on all of the 
world but especially on Mark Corbin. 

When Pete bounded lightly up the front stairs 
Lithe turned from the window and hurried to she 
door. She opened it and smiled a bright welcome. 

“Wow,” Pete exclaimed, entering the house. “Do 
you greet all of your visitors dressed like that?” 

“Only you, darling, only you,” 

Pete gulped and glanced at Lithe’s bare legs. 

“Come on, Pete boy,” Lithe said. “I want to see you 
—really need you, to be perfectly honest” She 
grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the foot of 
the stairs. 

Pete pulled back and placed both hands on his hips 
as he eyed her suspiciously. “You been drinking or 
something?” 
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“No, precious. '^Ve'ii sure that for me: 
gets here.’’ 

“Judy?” 

“She's coming over this et'enfng. . 
laughed in a flutter that seemed mm 
qu:ditv other than merrimena ‘Sdrs 
do homeu'orL” li±es aermraed, higher and 
more shrill, as ir cm the brink era serer hysteria. 

“^^Tiat in the neil are "c tm ter' Pete asked skepd- 

rallv. ^ 


ana 


.V ..^er all this time— after we 

teasing, Pete predous, I'm up to you— for yon-<amd 
resist you very much longer." Although her m^-d: 

had gone trembly-anxious the words had the tor:^ r- 
contru-ance. — 

hipttoSeQ 

tongue, strong andlo.^ r'r* it® 

mouth. She pulled au-av iocr t, teaches o£ his 

«hhha„dsaudjertX*;r'''‘‘‘"^^^^^ 

la4°’™“”“’"™“St”*o'asltedwi4ali„k 

i don’t care if 

rcaAingtograbher;^'"''” huskily, 

W “No-no 

She pulled on his W ^ ® upstairs.” 
did not answer 'tairr- 

cinghipsastheyidr'? 

^ soon as they entPr d td-" -r-'— 

f' bed. tumed^S -Ufted;; . 

back With her al ^ ^ben quicr-r. r]5 '- 

b-amtsou^tchedand’SE' ““ 


Ll> 

tell ta 


Pete did not immediately go to her. He stood at the 
edge of the bed and looked do^vn, one eye cocked in 
an arch of disbelief. 

“Gome to me, Pete,” Lithe said. “Come and hold 
me.”,. 

His look of doubt faded and he -went to her in a 
plunge that shook the bed. 

Immediately, Lithe plastered her body to Pete and 
jammed her thighs hard against his body. She ac- 
cepted his mouth, his plunging tongue and made, it 
hers to nibble, caress and suck in a feigned panic of 
gasping passion. And, as she felt the boy’s body grow 
tense and desperate she wondered about herself, how 
it was possible for her to create so much wanting in 
another while her mind dwelled on hate, on Mark 
Corbin, on Judy and Claudia and on all those who 
haid converged upon her. 

Pete grabbed at one breast, felt it, then hooked his 
fingers within her robe to feel all of the fleshiness of 
boA breasts. Lithe permitted his manipulations for 
a few seconds, then turned quickly and pushed his 
hand away. 

“Not yet, Pete,” she gasped. “Go slow, baby. Real 
slow. Don’t excite me too soon.” She paused, then 
said, “A man goes slow, Petey — ^you know that — 
you’re a man, aren’t you?” 

“I’m a man,” he mumbled. He jammed himself 
closer to her, burrowed, then pushed harder for a 
moment before she twisted her body to the side. 

“Slowly, I said,” Lithe whispered. Then, as if to 
apologize for the caution, she whipped her tongue 
into his ear before withdrawing it in order to nibble 
at its lobe with sharp, little bites. 

Pete moaned deliriously and scrambled in a fury of 
attempt to gain dominion over her body. 

But Lithe rolled to the side then jumped away 
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from the bed as Pete floundered in the bedspread. 
He raised and looked at her. 

She smiled at him and slowly brought her hands 
to the belt of her robe. She undid it. Slowly, she 
parted the robe at her shoulders, held the half-bare 
pose for a second, then let it drop to the floor. 

Pete pushed to the edge of the bed, his hands shoot- 
ing out like frantic hooks. 

“Slow, baby,” Lithe advised. “Slow and good. Here. 
’^,et me help you. You get naked, too, Pete, darling, 
ve never knotvn your body bare.” 

She pulled at his shoulders until he rose from the 
ed and stood next to her. Then she worked at the 
uttons of his shirt, parted it and ran her hands over 
is bare chest. 

“Oh, you’ve got a nice body, Pete. Nice and hard. I 
idn't know you were so hard and strong, Pete. 
Lcally, I didn’t. 

She made her fingers work fast at his belt until his 
jined hers and together they shook him free of all his 
lothing. Lithe brought a gasp of satisfaction to her 
ane. "Oh, Pete — I had no idea how — how strong you 
vere. You’re a real man, Pete.” 

Proudly, he stood in front of Lithe as she pressured 
,t his shoulders, felt at his ribs and waist then brought 
icr hands to the small of his back where she gently 
ubbed. 

A look of unbearable patience played in Pete’s eyes. 
Then it vanished as he grabbed Lithe’s naked body 
igainst his and she burrowed and shoved all of her 
body against all of his. 

Finally, breathlessly, she pushed away from him 
and fell to the bed again. 

Words choked unborn in Pete’s throat, his body 
trembled, shook, then convulsed as he lowered him- 
self to the bareness of Lithe. She looked into his eyes. 


arched her body, waited, felt him fumble, then < 
and fumble again. Quietly, she brought one har 
the back of his neck. She heard his crying, sha 
sigh of first realization, then, as he began his di 
ward ascent Lithe twisted suddenly to her side 
away from his body as he crashed, body-whipping 
the bed. 

Instantly, she was on her feet and looking dot^ 
the confused and angry boy. She smiled wickedly. 

He scrambled to the bed’s edge and was aboi 
leap to retake her rvhen she moved close, pushei 
his shoulders, restraining him and, oddly, at the : 
time restoring some quiet to his nvitching body. 

“Slowly, Pete. I said, to be slow and easy.” 

His shoulders began to shake. “Slow? Geezus, 
can I do, how much do I have to stand?” His 1 
quivered again. 

She brought his face to her bare breasts and str( 
his head. Instead of exciting new passion, the ac 
%vas meant to soothe and calm him. It did for 
moment that it took Lithe to say, “You’ll have 
soon, Pete. Very soon. You’ll have me tomorro 
promise, but you have to do something for me first 

His body tensed again. “What? You’ve been pla 
this game with me too long — I can’t stand it ano 
minute.” 

"You’ll have to stand it for a little while yet,” 
said. “Maybe an hour or so. Just until Judy gets h< 

He pulled his head back and looked up at 
“What does she have to do with this?” 

"Everything, Pete. Just everything.” She pa 
and thought of everything Judy Corbin had that 
did not possess, that she could never again hav 
even try to claim. Then she said, “Pete, I rvant yo 
_ make love to Judy." 
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'You’re crazy. Judy, 


He pulled further back. 

)esn’t go for this stug—you know that. I d get my 

'es clawed out.” , 

"Not if you’re man enough to have me, sne saia 

iiickly. "Not it you really want me.” 

"Then you prove it to me. You get Judy. You get 

er when she comes here tonight.” 

His body sagged, his head lowered. He did not 


tiswer. 


‘Besides, Pete, it’ll be very nice for you. Judy’s 
ever had a hoy. Just think what you’ll be getting." 
Slowly, he shook his head and said, ‘'‘You're crazy. 
\^ly do you want this — ^why should I make Judy 
ecause you want it?” 

Her chin tilted high. An eKtremely covetous look 
ame to her face and she said, “Because Judy Corbin 
houldn’t have anything that I don’t have. At least 
his — at least there’s something she has that you can 
ake away from her for me.” 

Pete dragged to his feet. He looked down at Lithe 
.md she knew that he had decided that this was the 
only way he would ever have her — that he could not 
forcefully make love to her, that Judy Corbin was his 
only entree. 

“And if I do this — if I get Judy — ^you'll stop this 
damn teasing?” 

Oh, yes, Pete. Really, I -will. As soon as you’re 
ready for me, Pete. Tomorrow. Do this for me and 
ive 11 have tomorrow and maybe many tomorrows. 
And 111 be better for. you than you can imagine — 
belter than anything you’ve even dreamed of, Pete. 
Really, you have no idea,” 

His eyes glowed. He stepped back and looked at all 
o her naked body and felt his mvn react anew. Lithe 
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knew that he -was visualizing the end to the beginning 
she had permitted. 

‘‘All right,” he said smiling. 

The single lamp in the living room beamed like a 
spotlight, stretching and widening its yellow glow 
over die couch, the cocktail table and the record 
player that was throbbing softly. The light missed the 
figure of Lithe sitting in a large chair to one side. It 
caught part of the shadowed outlines of Judy Corbin 
and Pete Hobson on the large couch. 

. As one soft record ended and another clicked into 
place. Lithe stood up and rvalked over to the cocktail 
table. She stooped and picked up a bottle that had 
been resting on the floor and poured a bit of it’s li- 
quid into each of the glasses. Then she stood up and 
smiled at Judy and Pete. 

‘‘Fresh drinks for the couple,” she said cheerfully. 

Wearily, Judy said, ‘‘I thought Ron ivas coming 
over.” 

‘‘I thought so, too,” Lithe answered. ‘‘But, ^vho 
knows.” 

“And we still haven’t done our homework,” Judy 
complained, her voice thick and sleepy and slightly 
liquor slurred. 

Lithe bent at the waist and said, ‘‘No, honey, we 
haven’t. But, why worry about it with graduation 
here.” 

- ‘‘Sure," Pete agreed. He slipped his arm around 
Judy’s shoulder to comfort her and she nestled her 
head against it and closed her eyes. 

Pointedly, Lithe looked at Petel Then she said, 
‘‘Excuse me for a few minutes.” She paused, then 
looked at Pete again. ‘‘You will excuse me, won’t 
you?”. 
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“We 'ivill,” he answered, and snuggled Judy a little 
closer to him. 

Lithe raised her glass in a mock salute then walked 
out of the room. In the foyer she turned and looked 
back to the living room. Then she slowly ascended the 
stairs. 

It v/as dark in her bedroom. For a few minutes she 
stood quietly, feeling the darkness about her and in a 
way becoming part of it and she w-ondered why it was ' 
that darkness seemed always to command quiet. When 
she flicked on the light switch Lithe piit her glass on 
the small telephone table by the bed then ^valked 
back to the door. She waited, then carefully moved to 
the head of the stairs. She leaned forward and lis- 
tened, hoping for some sound indicating Pete’s prog- 
ress with Judy, Lithe heard nothing. She waited 
another few minutes and was rewarded with the 
rauflled sound of Judy’s voice. Even from such a 
istance and though the words were garbled. Lithe 
sensed that they tvere a plea. 

She smiled and returned to the bedroom. At the 
e s e sat down and picked up her glass. She raised it 
an sn allowed a small portion of the liquor, made 
strong by the recent addition. The ^varmth struck her 
stomach and because it rvas remindful of another, 
stronger 'ivarmth — die warmth that was gone from her 
hfc— she felt sad. 

But sadness needed defense and defense was made 
more eager by revenge, so, she smiled, thinking of 

1 couch in the room below. She 

g anced at the telephone and her smile grew wider, 
K waited, thought she heard another sound from the 
mng room, then picked up the telephone and dialed 
le number of the Corbin home. She heard the first 
luig of the phone and felt pleased with herself thr’^ 
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tom o£ the stairs. She faced the living room entmnce. 
She stood very still, the glass held, but forgotten in 
one hand. 

Now Judy's cry v;as easily heard. Lithe listener!, 
thinking how pitiful it teas. 

"No, no, nol” she heard Judy cry. Then, “Oh, no — 
please, stop itl” 

Judy’s voice choked, then muffled, then there v/as 
a cry', silence, then a new, pleading call. 

“Lithe — Lithe, help me, help me, Lithe," Judy 
cried, “Make him — stop him. Lithe — ’’ 

Lithe trembled as her name was called. She thought 
of all the times Judy had called to her, lilting and 
happy and in friendship. 

Judy screamed. 

Lithe took a step fonvard then stopped, 

Judy shrieked, terrifyingly shrill and painful. 

Lithe shuddered. Her body tensed. Her h.ands 
clutched into fists and she heard the glass break, then 
felt the sticky warraness of blood. 

There was no new cry from Judy, only body .shak- 
ing sobs. Lithe stared transfixed at the living room 
entrance, then, very slowly, slic raised her cut hand 
before her face and tvatched the l^lood first trickle, 
grow thicker, ooze, then streak down her wrist and 
arm. 

She did not hear Judy enter the foyer. .She did not 
notice her bent-over position of Jiurt and despair or 
the way her hand knotted and held her .skirt .and 
bunched it high at her thighs. Lithe merely stared at 
her ovm bleeding hand; sad, sad symbol of sliame and 
guilt. 

Judy limped to the door, then turned and stared at 
Lithe. 

"You — you did this to r 
“You — no one but you. Stef 

135 


to this. And I don’t know why.” She paused anc 
painfully clutched one hand on the doorknob. 

Only Lithe’s eyes moved. They tvent .Tvide tvirt 
confusion and disbelief for Judy’s words, as if nothing 
should have been changed between them. 

Judy turned the doorknob and tugged hard for it tc 
open. Then she sobbed, “Why? Why did you do thi 
— ^tvhy did you take this from me — the one thing I tra 
saving for the day I’d know love. You took it from me 
So — stand there and bleed for me because I hate yot 
— ^hate you — ^hate you.” 

Judy’s face contorted and she doubled over with z 
new stab of pain. She waited while it lessened, ther 
she pulled again on the door and tvalked slowly intc 
the darkness of the night. It was not until she felt s 
slight breeze from the open door that Lithe broke hei 
forlorn pose. Then all she did tvas drop her bleedinc 
hand, knowing that it dripped on the carpet, smeared 
at her skirt and smudged, notv and forever, everythin| 
around her. But she did not care. 

And, Lithe did not find anything new to care about 
tvhen a little later Pete appeared at the foyer, smiling 
luridly and expectantly while his eyes tvandered ovei 
all of her body, viewing possessively the prize that ht 
had tvon. 

Lithe looked at him then turned atvay to again loof 
at the open door, the darkness and emptiness of the 
night into which J udy had disappeared. 
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of pain? He shook his head in bewilderment for his 
own' phantasy then walked back to the desk and 
picked up the phone. ; , 

Claudia’s voice "was working very hard at calmness, 
and, by that very effort brought even greater anxiety" 
to Mark. “Darling — I’m so glad you’re home. I rvas 
arly ready to hang up — ^now darling, it’s not too 
rious blit Judy's — ^tvell, she’s been hurt. Not badly 
>w, so don’t get excited. She’s really quite all right, 
le came over to my place. I’ve already had her to the 
ictor’s and sTie’ll be just fine — I tvaited untU now to 
11 you-^-iintil after the doctor — ^but, I thought you 
td better know and — ” 

“I’ll be right over,” Mark interrupted worriedly, 
hen, as if it would clarify the shock, he asked, “What 
ne is it?” 

“About ten.” 

He hung up without another word. He walked 
pidly out of the room. He did not look back. He did 
Dt bother to switch off lights or try the door after he 
ammed it shut behind him. He dashed for his car iri 
le driveway, jumped in, turned the ignition, roared 
le motor and shot out of the drive. 

When he turned onto the road that led to Claudia’s 
buse, Mark wondered why he had not asked w'hat it 
as that had happened to his daughter. It seemed to 
2 the first logical question, yet he had not inquired, 
^hy? Could it be that the answer would be too terri- 
le for him to bear alone? That he had avoided 
lowledge of his daughter’s condition because of its 
jrror? He did not know. Yet, as he considered it, he 
nsed that whatever he found at Claudia's — ^tvhatever 
le condition of Judy — its cause would have to be 
ithe Sutton. And he felt completely helpless. There 
as no revenge of his own, no attack or fight that he 
)uld assert against a seventeen-year-old girl. 
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Without announcing his arrival, Mark pushed open 
tlie front door and stepped inside. Claudia ^vas com- 
ing dovTi the stairs. Mark closed the door behind him 
and waited. 

She came to him immediately. "Now, darling, just 
as I told you on the phone, she’s all right. She s resting 
upstairs.” 

"What happened— ivhat happened to Jude? Stop 
this prancing around and tell me what in hell hap- | 
pened?” ‘ 

For a moment Claudia glanced away froci. hia eyss. 
Then she looked at him. "Judy was raped,. Made. Not 
really that — seduced, I guess — had relaticrar "rfm a 
boy against her will.” 

His stomach knotted. A bum scorched ~dthin his 
chest. He felt it bum hotter then cor-.s to his throat 
He felt perspiration form and hdbxs cn bis brow as 
tvave after ivave of nausea g,o>oded hrm. 

“But she is all right, Mark,” Claudia offered very 
fast. "Doctor Kleffman treated her. Other than beiuc ^ 
very upset she’s — 

Who?” Mark blurted, “Tell me who.” 

"It doesn’t matter, Mark, Judy said it didrt 
matter.” 

“Goddamn it, ivho?” 

"I don’t toow, Judy wouldn’t say.” 
then said, It seems there ivas a great -r^ 

than inst a hnv ” 



Jie moment at least, who it was who had physically 
arought this to Judy, truly did not matter. 

. “Come, let’s sit dotvn for a few minutes," Claudia 
aid. 

“I want to see Jude,” Mark said. 

“You can, darling. But let her rest for another few 
minutes.” 

Mark allowed Claudia to lead him into the study. 
He felt very old, very tired. 

Once settled on the couch with Claudia close beside 
him, Mark listened to the whole story very quietly. 
And, although there 'svere no outtrard signs to disclose 
tlie upheaval that he felt deep within him, he felt its 
growing effect with each new word of the gruesome 
tale. 

When Claudia finished Mark felt thoroughly limp. 
The anger was gone. So tvas the nausea. He felt only 
exhaustion and thought that it would noiv always be a 
part of him. Thousands of thoughts formed in his 
mind and quickly died. Only one remained clear and 
constant. 

“I have to tell Judy,” Mark said. 

"Tell her what?” Claudia asked. 

He hesitated, then said, “About Lithe — about 
Litlie and me — about the part I’ve played in this.” 

Claudia took his hand in hers and said, “No, dar- 
ling. I don't think you should. Judy doesn't know a 
thing about it — if she did. I’d surely know by now — 
she told me everything. Don’t tell her, Mark." 

“I have to.” 

“But — ^it’s not necessary. I just heard today that 
Lithe and her mother are leaving town. Telling Judy 
now — ^%vell, it could be worse than what’s already 
happened to her, put her right in the midst of that 
horrible depression again. It could ruin her.” 
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Mark arose. "I have to take that chance, Chu^ 
- long alread, 


Claudia, Just as afraid for Judy as you are. But I ha 
to tel! her now." He paused and rubbed hK am tti 
one hand for a few seconds. Then he said, Tou kno 
Tudy and I have always gotten along famously— mu. 
ntCT than most fathers and daughters. Much bettt 
fo’ve always had a very genuine love and respect h 
ich other. And we’ve enjoyed each other. But late 
-well, there’s been a real distance between us. I’l 
It it. Maybe Judy has, too. But — couldn’t — ( 
aybe wouldn’t really recognize it. Now I have to. 
er we’re to be the same again, well, I just have t 
ke a chance on love— as I did with you— take 
lance and hope that everything will be all righ 
ain some day." 

Claudia’s eyes filled with tears, She looked at Mark 
aited a moment, then went to him and kissed hiir. 
ntly on the cheek, 

“Judy’s in my bedroom," she said, 

Mark nodded and walked away from her. 

Each step of the stairs seemed a mountain to be 
coraplished as Mark slowly moved upward and ever 
)SEt to his child. He paused at the partially dosed 
iot. Then he breathed deeply and entered the rocr. 
Judy wBs smmg up in bed, propped hi* 

Ibws stacked at the headboard. ALglelidic * 

waking from a nighdoa-e a-c 


ist 
■ cisi 
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only that. Judy’s face was unscarred, without the signs 
of abuse he had expected. It seemed impossible that 
there should be no visible evidence of inner rav- 
ishment. 

But when Judy spoke, Mark thought again about 
unseen scars that had been brought to her life. Her 
voice was low and shy and he 'svondered if it was this 
that was meant to be her lifelong badge of injury. 

"Hi, Dad," she said. A thin smile peeked, then 
faded. 

Mark crossed the room, bent at the bed and kissed 
his daughter lightly on the forehead. Then he stepped 
back. 

"You all right?” he asked. 

‘Tm all right." 

"Sure?” 

"Very sure.” 

"I'm — I’m sorry, honey." 

“Try not — try not to think about it. Dad. I’l 
trying not to.” 

Carefully, he sat on the edge of the bed, turning f 
body in a position to face her. He took both her han 
''■in his and held them gently. 

They svere both very silent for what seemed lib 
very long time. And Mark %vished that the spell mi; 
never be broken, that he might be allowed to c 
tinue in this captured closeness -^vith his child fore’’ 
that he might be spared from speaking and shattei 
all that he knew they shared at that very moment. 

Finally, and regretfully, Mark said, "There's n 
to the story, Jude.” 

"What story. Dad?" 

“Yours — ours — Lithe’s — Lithe’s and mine.” 

Her eyes grew troubled. "Lithe’s — and yours?” 

"Yes.” He paused, started to speak then p: 
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arain before saj-ing, “Lithe and I have been having an 
affair, Judy. It’s because of that that this happened to 

you, because I — ” . 

“An affairl” she exclaimed. Her body grew rigid. 

“Yes.” , ■ 

“You and Lithe— an affair. You’ve made love to 

Lithe— my father made love to a girl friend of mine— 

i schoolgirl?” ’ 

“Yes,” Mark said again. 

Judy withdrew her hands from Mark and moved 
higher on her pillows. 

“Judy— Judy, just listen to me a minute. It’s all 
^^ery — ^very sick and rotten and it's my fault even more ' 
than — than Lithe’s — ” 

“You and Lithe,” she cried, a tearing sob breaking 
the shell of her ivords. 

"Yes, Judy, I’m sorry, but, yes.” 

Abruptly, Judy turned her head to the side, strain- 
ing hard and away from her father. 

“Jude—” 

“Please, please,” she cried. “Just leave me alone — 
just leave me alone, please,” 

The bed creaked mournfully as he rose to his feet. 
He looked doivn at Judy and saw that her eyes ivere 
shut tightly, as if once again she wanted to black out 
reality, all of the hurt and sorrow of it. Her body 
trembled as if from a chill and the sheets rippled from 
her new, chest-choked sobbing. Her face had dark- 
ened and instant furrows of gray despair etched hol- 
lows beneath her eyes. 

Mark knetc ^vell the cloud that had so quickly 
transfigured his daughter’s face. It was a new sister to 
the sorro\v and pain, the mother-loss of the past. It was 
emotional illness come close again and made stronger 
and more fearsome oy his own betrayal of 'love, of 


Chapter Fifteen 


Lithe stopped in the middle of the front Izvjn. 
sidewalk and looked at the bold, red real estate sign- 
She smiled bitterly, thinking how it had the erect of: 
already making the house look einpty. And she felt 
empty, too. But, at least it was an emptiness that wgi 
familiar, she thought, a pattern very well erahllshed 
in her life. 

She continued ud the walk to the front door of her 
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house. She paused and looxsd b-zch at the sign again 
and thought that emptisesT -.ra.; the same as loneliness. 
Then, as if she needed a symbol for her own 
loneliness; she raised her hand and looked at the wide 
strip of tape that bnected her palm from forefinger to 
mist. Then she dropped it to her side and continued 
into the house. 




then she clamped her teeth down hard in a murderous 
snap of hate. She was surprised that there was no 
instant cry from Pete — ^no frantic movement to be 
free. But when she bit harder and tasted blood, there 
was a desperate cry, a shuffle from his body and an- 
other terrible cry of pain as he fought to break the 
vice-like grip of her teeth. 

Then she bit even harder. 

When Pete cried again and his body moved back, 
Lithe undamped her teeth. Then she pushed hard 
against his shoulders and leaped to her feet. 

Pete sprawled backts^ard to die floor and Lithe 
could see a jagged streak of blood trickling irom each 
corner of his mouth. She dashed for the door and had 
nearly reached it tshen Pete rolled to his side, hmged. 
and caught her ankle. He tAnsted. then a? she fell he 
grasped at her skirt and pulled hard. There r-ns n:e 
shriek of ripping cloth as it tore atvny from her body. 

Lithe rolled as she sate Pete rise and threrr hinaselt 
at her again. He landed at the space of floor she hafl 
held. But there tvas no escaping his arms. He gathered 
her to him and pulled himself to his knees ab-ore her. 

Lithe had an instant vision of what the stmrrle 
with Judy must have been like, and she knew that 
from it, Pete had gained strength and confldence --- 
netc lustful desires. 

Pete locked her to the floor, pinning her at the rraist 
with his knees. When she ttvisted her body hard to 
shake him loose, he raised his hand high and slapped 
her hard again across the face. 


“Bitch," he steamed. “Rotten bitch— why should a 
slut like you be so goddamn hard to get?" 

Lithe wondered at his question just before she 
Struck nim madly with her fist. 

collapsed on 

Lithe. She rolled again and was clear of his body. 
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But only for an instant. Pete leaped from his 
position on the floor like a mad and hurt animal seek- 
ing-escape. He caught her sweater with his fingers. It 
ripped, parted, then came away from her breasts as 
Lithe streaked away from the clutching hand and 
dashed for the living room. 

Pete hit her at the waist with a football tackle. They 
crashed to the floor together. He pushed above her 
just as Lithe raised her head. Brutally, he crashed his 
fist against her cheekbone. Her head snapped back 
and hit the floor with a sick thud. 

The present darkened and leaped out of reach. 
Thenj montage-like, it changed and became parts of 
the past and of the future. 

Pete’s hands worked furiously as Lithe felt her slip 
being ripped from her body, then the slight chill diat 
came to her nudity. Then the chill was gone, subdued 
by the hot hands again on her flesh and the rough 
material of Pete’s jeans scraping against her skin. Her 
mind cleared. Vision — ^and the present — came to her 
quickly as if she were denied even the comfort of 
unconsciousness. 

Pete was above her. She saw his face looking dorvn. 
Then she felt the working hands pulling at her 
breasts, and the pain increased with each new touch. 
But Lithe did not cry, or sob, or plead. She merely 
looked through the pain as Pete’s expression changed 
and grew more menacing, as if the action of his hands 
had created a new desire. 

“Bite me, will you,” he croaked. Then he bent, 
clamped his mouth to one breast and bit with savage 
fury as growls sputtered from his throat and his head 
shook hard rvith his weighty, tearing effort. 

Still, Lithe did not scream. She did not again clam- 
mer to be free. She felt the pain, endured it, thought 
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dered at how quickly hurt and shame dissolved 
lifetime’s happiness of father and child. 

Abruptly, he stvung his chair forward and dropp 
his hands on the desk top. He inhaled deeply on 1 
cigarette, coughed and felt the bad taste of a sleeph 
nlgiit’s smoking. Slowly, he rubbed one hand over 1: 
chin. He felt the sharp, whisker bristles and consi 
ered a shower and shave. Then he rejected the notio 
He ivas too tired for even an attempt at refreshii 
himself. He looked at the telephone again, - the: 
almost as if he had willed its call, it rang. Quickly, 1 
picked it up and heard Claudia's voice, sleepy an 
apprehensive. 

“I knew you’d be awake,” she said. There was 
pause, then, “Is J udy there?” 

"Of course she isn’t here,” he said. “Why? What 
happened? Where in the devil is she?” 

Mark could hear the catch in Claudia’s voice as sh 
said, “I don’t know. Oh, my god, I don’t knov 
Markl” 

“Stop and think now,” he said, surprised that his 
voice ^vas calm even as his stomach convulsed with 
instant worry. 

“I am thinking,” Claudia said, nearly screaming. 
“When did you last see her?” 

“When I went to bed. Shortly after you left,” 

"How was she then?” 


“The same. Quiet, thoughtful, not very talkative. I 
talked to her a lot, Mark. I’ve tried to explain every- 
thing. But she hasn't given me any sign o£ her feelings 
None at all. That's what frightened me-so when I 
looked in her room and found her gone, I thought she 
had gone home to you.” 

Mark was quiet for a moment. Then he said, “I’n 
come rig it over. Geezus, I don’t knoiv what to do I’ll 
come over and we’ll start from there.” 
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“Maybe %ve should just wait, Mark.” 

“For what? We can’t." He paused and felt clammy 
sweat at his back. Then he asked, “How — how de- 
spondent was she, Claudia?" 

“I can’t say, Mark. I really don't know.” . - ' 

Fearfully, he said, "You don’t think — she wouldn’t 
— do you think she’d hurt herself, Claudia? Do you 
think she’d — ” 

“Oh, god help me, I don’t know,” she said, begin- 
ning to sob. 

"Stay there. I’ll be right over. Then — then we can 
decide what to do.” 

“All right, darling. All right,” Claudia cried. Mark 
had the impression that she was extremely close to 
hysteria. 

He forced confidence into his tone, and said, "Take 
it easy. She’ll be all right. We’ll find her.” He replaced 
the phone and stared at it for a moment. Then he 
hurried out of the study. 

In his bedroom he quickly threw off his bathrobe, 
pajamas and slippers. Even more quickly he pulled on 
slacks, a shirt and sweater. Effortfully calm, he walked 
^■into the hall and paused. He looked to the end room. 
For a moment be thought he heard a sound coming 
from it, then he realized that his mind was only recon- 
structing every early morning scene of his life rvith 
Judy: his early rising, the pause in the hall to hear his 
daughter’s light breathing or restless turn in her sleep, 
then the tvalk down the hall to glance in for a moment 
and smile at the tossled head softly arest on the pillow. 

Mark turned and walked toward the stairs. Then he 
paused again, turned back and 'svalked to Judy’s room. 

Silently, he pushed open the door. The room was 
very dark. Mark rvaited, then walked over to the bed.. 
Its neatness — and emptiness — screamed at him. As if 

154 


fleeing all the unhappiness of his life he turned and 
rushed out of the room. 

iMark had reached the front door when he seaaiKXl 
his hip pocket for his keys tlien cursed for having 
forgotten tiiem. He hurried back to tlie studr . 
snatched them from the desk, then ivaiked to the foy cr 
again and out the door. 

Outside, he breathed deeply, catching all the light 
fragrance of early summer yet feeling no joy for in 
He exiialed, then trotted totvard his car parked mid* 
tvay in the drive. It was when l\e opened the door 
and turned slightly to ease his body into the front 
seat that he looked far dowi the driverray. It was 
tlien that he saw the figure at the front of the larra. 

He sti-aightened and looked again, peering intently 
through the morning’s last layers of mist. He recog- 
nized the figure as Judy as she came rvalking toward 
him across the laivn and through the mist. 

"Judel” he shouted. 

“Dad — oh, Dad,” Judy cried. She hesitated, then 
ran swiftly toward her father. 

Mark reached her in the middle of the laira. He 
opened his arms as Judy ran the final few steps to the 
comfort of his embrace. He clutched her to him, held 
her tightly, felt and heard her sobs and was happy for 
them, knowing that they marked the end of despair 
and confusion — the end of sorrow and the final defeat 
of sickness. 


‘ph, Dad-Daddy, I'm sorry,” she cried. 

“No, no, no— I'm sorry, Jude, I’m sorry.” 

Oh, Daddy— I thought and thought and every- 
Aing was so confused and unhappy— so— insane. But 
Daddy~I understand, I know how things can happen 
-^specially with a girl like-well, I know what L 
appen, really I do. Please forgive me. Daddy. I just 

had to come to you right away, I just-’’ ^ 



He stopped her flow of words by holding , hei 
tighter. “Let's not talk about it any more. Let’s just 
forget everything.” _ 

“ph, yes,” she said. 

. Finally, when Judy’s sobs had stopped and Mark 
had gathered the full happiness of their reunion to his 
heart, they turned toward their home and discovered 
that the last mist that had surrounded them was gone. 

When the last strains of Pomp and Circumstance 
faded and all of the graduates were lined , up and 
traiting at the side of the stage, Mark Corbin reached 
next : to him and grasped Claudia's hand. She re- 
sponded with a loving pressure from her fingers. 

Mark smiled and continued to keep his eyes fixed 
on the figure of his daughter. She -waited, calmly, and 
smiling slightly as each of the graduates in front of her 
took their turn walking alone across the stage to re- 
ceive their diploma from the school principal. 

Soon, only three youngsters -^vere in front of Judy. 
Then there ’ivere two. And finally, only one. Then 
Judy’s name was announced. She hesitated a moment, 
then walked onto the stage. 

And, if Mark felt that moment’s hesitation — knew 
it as sadness for the empty space that had been meant 
for one who was gone — it vanished as his daughter 
walked across the stage and the applause rose high. 
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^71 HER PRIVATE HELL— MARCH HASTINGS: She 
lived in a strange world — a world ■without men. 

^272 RUSTY— 7ESS DRAPER: Rusty was “the gid across 
the street” and her door was never locked. 

?273 ANY MAN WILL DO— GREG HAMILTON: Any ssa 
could ignite her, but few could put out the fixe. 

F274 PAJAMA PARTY— PEGGY SWENSON: It wss a pri- 
vate party for girls only, and they all preferred it that way. 

F276 SIN ON WHEELS— LOREN BEAUCHAMP: Lenars 
come to the trailer camp a virgin, but she wasn’t for long. 

F278 FRINGE BENEFITS— ROCR ANTHONY: Life 

an ofBce jungle where things were 'wild enough from ninp 
to five, but after five — ^wow! 


F279 HOLD ME TIGHT~/OAN ELLIS: She was a teenaeer 
m search of womanhood in the arms of her mother’s loirer. 


:F280 TAKE CARE OF ME— JOHN TURNER: Tae story of 
■what a young bride did when her hnsband was not enongh. 
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SAY WHEN— MAIf COLLIER: Her 
and all a man had to do was say when. 


name was Jackis 


PARTO GIRLS — PAUL V. RUSSO: Youne, l^ahtifcL' 
Arill ^ something really difierent to give them a 
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DEVIL’S WORKSHOP-^rE/^KT JAMES (fomejJy 
sSrCounty Report): Idle hands and idle bodies bm$ 
havoc to a small town. 

4 iTnn 2 A TIME OF TORMENT— ffYTES: Tsvo womem 
^ entrapped in a web of sensual torment-ench 

one’s sexual pretensions laid bare, 

:^K03 SURE Tm^G-MAX COLLIER: Six men, si.x women 
chants partners on a roll of the dree. 

tra04 SHAMELESS-;OffN B. THOMPSON: Shipped off to a 
girls’ school she threw away her inhibitions m a wild erotic 
experiment. 

■F305 THE COME ON— F/N FIELDS: She was the lure, the 
bait, the prize in a game of dog eat dog. * 


:F306 MAN HANDLED— E. L. SCOBIE: Each woman ctould 
afford her own private cowpoke— her own private 
pleasure. 

:F307 NO WAY BACK— RUSSELL TRAINER: Compelled by 
an unnatural craving, she corrupted both men and women. 


tF308 CAROL COME BACK— JOHN TURNER: A beautiful 
girl returns to her hometown, to corrupt and degrade those 
who rejected her. 

^F309 WITH EYES WIDE OPEN— ROCK ANTHONY; She 
knew what she did with the youth was wrong, but some- 
one had to feed her fire within. 

^F310 THE DELICATE NKSr-^LOAN BRITTON (formerly 
titled "Unnatural"): Men had* hurt her, both in body and 
spirit, so she sought a safer kind of love. 
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MAN TRAP— BRdD CURTIS: Deborah was a harlot in 
satin, possessed by a golden greed and a taste for pleasure. 


MONICA-GREG HAMILTON: She was trapped by 
her past, forced back into the sordid life she bad tried to 
escape. 


tfF315 WHEN LIGHTS ARE LOW — DALLAS M4Vn- 
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uot resist the forbidden ^ 
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118 STRONGER THAN LOVE— /ESS DRAPER: A shat- 
tcring stoxy of one Vi'omaiTs foil into the cesspool of 
depravity. 

(19 DIANT:— A/>4A' COLLIER: She showed a wisdom of 
masculine needs and wcalmess that belied her age. 

(20 INSATIABLE— SEOvlNE BRITAIN: She always had a 
hungry look— some men knew why-^shs was never 
satMed. 

#F322 NO SENSE OF SHAME— O/liV BRENNAN: She was 
the boss’s wife— a taunting temptress totally without 
morals. 

#F323 JUST THE TM'O OF VS— BARBARA BROOKS; Two 
girls turn their backs on the world, determined to make 
their love endure. 

#F324 SO EAGER TO PLEASE— GREG HAMILTON: It tvas 
shamefully wrong, but she could not resist giving him 
anything he wanted 

.#F325 THE SIN'NERS— JOHN TURNER: She was the helpless 
*■ •* victim of an illicit bargain made between a husband, a 
' wife and lover. 

#F326 THE HONTiYMOON HABIT— GE/tATT CORGAN; 
They were ladies of leisure, warm bodied and love starved, 
alv/ays searching for new lovers, 

#F327 SPRING FEVER— EGO B'EEE HUGHES: She played 
the adulteress each morning at nine — after hubby left for 
work. 
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